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Gkobcb COLMAN, 



' 1. BE subject oi' ihis akctch is Ihs son of tbe 
* late G. Colmaii', esq., who was dUtinguished as 
; the translalor ol' Terence, and as ihe aalhor ot 
«Teral mccessrul dranialic pièces. He nas aiso 
Icagued iû a liieraty cabal witL the celebvaled 
Mtiriil ChorchiU, llie nolotions WUkes, Robert 
Lloyd, and Bonoel Thomton ; io opposition tu 
Anbur Morphy, Dr Smollet, »nA vV. fav^ c( 
Bâte. In coujunction v,WiMiTVvoniWïi\* •«■"*• 
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periodîcal paper, in^tled The Connoisseui 
fterwards coUected in four volâmes, and whif 
ras-attended wîth considérable success. Ue * 
jccessively the manager of the théâtres ci 
ent Garden, and the Hay Market ; and in 
baracter was engaged in several disputes, v 
Itîmately caused an aberration of his ' 
icukies. He died in 1794*' 

George Colman , the yotinger ( foi 
entleman still continaes to stile hîmsc 
oi*n in the year 1767, and educated 
linster school, where he removed t 
Ihurch collège Oxford , but complète 
les at King*s Collège, Aberd^en. Or 
) London, he was entered at the T 

view to qualify himself Ibr the bi 
mounced that intention jyi favonç o 
1 1789, when his father's mental 
îndered him incapable of snpe 
Dncerns of the Hay -market tb 
igemcni of it was commitled 
ioM ,' on the dçatVi oî \à% "ç^ 
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ilajesty, George III, was graciously pleased to 
ransfer the patent. The aliénation of part of 
lus jnroperty led to misnnderstandings , which 
ecame thesnbject of investigation in the court 
f Chancery , and orcasioned the house to be 
^at up for a whole season. The natoral conse- 
aences of thèse proceedings conducted our 
ithor to the King's Bench , bat although the 
w's *^ damnation of expences " triumphed 
^er his personal secority, it coold not fetter 
e powers of his genins, uor dcstroy the fecun- 
ty of his wit. In the mies of the prison, just 
imed , he continued to préside over the des- 
lies of the llttle théâtre in the Hay-market , 
ià the popularity this agreeable snmmer re- 
rt for the lovers of the drama acqnired , must, 
a great measnre, be ascribed to his jndicious 
ertions , and the attractive influence of his 
n. 

Mr Colman bas been appoînted, by his pre- 
Dt Majesty, Captain of l\ie\iaïi^ ol ^«?cv^\w«x^ 
CarletoB palace , to wYùcVi V* «iWai^^A. «^ ^^' 



the giver and the receiver*, ii is lu 
thèse, in the raanificent patronage 
ilent conuected with literatnre , the 
ences , that the name of George the 
icome as deservedly endeared to the 
tened class of his sabjects, as it îs po- 
gst ail classes, by the splendid public 
i that hâve shed a peculiar and per- 
Te on his sway. 

:e life Mr Colman is prééminent for 
[ualitles , his readiness of wit , alnd 
»f repartee, for those flashes of sonl 
ent that keep the table in a roar. He 
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H 

if JoHir Bui.L, or the Eivgli8hma.n's Fiaeside, 

I ' 

' irhich will llve in the praises and hearts o( hh 
coontrymen as long as the rights o£ the fireside 
reniaîn dear to British freemen, who, in loyally 
Mipporting the privilèges of their sovereign , 
iuiow how to make their own respected. Ho- 
iioar to the memory of that revered and pa« 
triotic monarch, George the III , whose préfér- 
ence for **John Bull" was so decided, that 
When, like a free king of a free people, he went 
in the niidst of his snbjects to partake of their 
dramatic amusements *, he invariably ordered 
this comedy for représentation ! 

The following ennmeration of Colman^s ac- 
knowledged productions, arranged accprding 
to their dates of publication , vvill at once dis- 
play the fertility and variety of his muse. 

Two to One , mus. com. (songs only printed.) 
8% 1784. — Turk and no Turk , mus. com. 



• At Corent Garden Théâtre, -wVicT» " io\wv"ï.^3^V' ^%v 
origUudty bronght ont. 



com. , 8°, 1788. — Poor old Hay-Market, preLt 
8°, 1792. — Mountaineers , play, 8°, 1795.— 
Iron Chest, play, 8% 1796. — My Night-gown 
and Slippers, or Taies in verse, 4°, 1797. — 
Blue-Beavd, dram. rom. , 8°, 1798. — Fendal 
Times, drama, 8°, 1799. — Broad Gnns, and 
Taies in verse, 8°, 1802. — The Poor Gentle- 
man , com., 8°, 1802. — John Bnll, or The 
Englîshmans Fireside , com. , 8°, i8o5. — ^Who 
wants a gninea ? , com. , 8°, i8o5. — We fly-i' 
by Nîght, farce , 8°, 1806— The Battle of He/ 
ham, mus. dram., 8", 1808. — The Surren^' 
of Calais , play, 8°, 1808. — The Heir at 
com. , 8°, 1 808. — Bine Devils, farce, 8° 
— The Review, or the Wàgs of Windy 
farce, 8*^» 1808. — The Gay Deceivers. 
— The Afiicans, play, 8°, 1808. — J 
at Locksmiths, farce, 8**, 1808. — 
garieSf 4°, 1812. — Vagaries vin' 
percritic , 4 **, 1 8 1 3 . — The Iayt 



_^ -^. «utnorship we seldom find , 

instance before as, that talent îs here- 

ry. The edacatîon and the exarnple -which 

elder Colman gave , donbtless , excited the 

dation of his son in the sphère that natnre , 

lelf had marked him ont to fill ; yet , it can 

as little donbted, that had he been bom 

son of some wealthy nnpoetical plebeian, 

prond nnlettered lord , the predisposing 

lise which there is in every hnman breast , 

d bave eventnally condacted him , thongh 

'. stumbling blocks had intervened , to the 

i'Of its élection. The powerful preposses- 

Îhich vfe êo tenacionsly cherîsh, the as^ 
d antipathies which we ekxv»^* 



tatipp, thoagh too seldom imitated, the notice 
bf it, en passant y may not be deemed inappro- 
priâte. 

The excellent comedy of John Bull îs, be- 
yond ail comparison , the master-piece of Col- 
man's i^enius , and had it been the alpha and 
oméga of his productions, that pl^y alone woald 
Ijiave insure^ him a superior rank amongst the 
most distingoished dramatic writers of his coun- 
try. Its merit does not consist in invention of 
plot or finesse of action , for it is like the pro- 
totype, from whenceits title is taken-r-plain and 
unvamished by the exubérant |;races of imagin- 



e- 



the woanded pride of the respectable man, ïk 
an only daughter's ingratitude and lapse fro 
vîrtae. We need only refer to the Waîitfcoa 
scène ( page 76), and hard and mishapen mu 
be thefather's breast that such a waistooat woul 
not fit, 

0£ the remaining.drainatis personse in th 

pièce it is suillcient to observe that, if not a 

striking , they are , at least , faithful sketchei 

^md thongh Peregrine's stile of moralising ma 



^f the copy may be fonnd 

class. His daughter is the 

man of haut ton , haaghty 

able and fooUsh, designing 

honest Bmlgraddery and 



)air wastiever seen 
léd to meet by natura. " 

e of the true Cohnan stamp, 
IS a very sxùtaâûVft OL^^^cyccfi^* 



ssfery of th^^ 



chri 
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lûment to complète \\ie trio o£ the Red Cow. 
The story on which the opéra of Inkle aicd 
Tarico îs /bnnded , îs borrowed from an ex- 
tract of Ligon's Uistory of Barbadoes , given 
in the Spectator , and is there recorded as fact. 
Onr autl^or, however , has taken a very drama- 
tic and very judicious liberty with the original, 
hy winding up bis dénouement barmonîously 
and happily ; — since repentance , reconciliation 
and a donble wedding close the scène. This 
opéra îs ranked amongst the choicest of Col- 
man's productions , and deservedly attained a 
high degree of popnlarity. The snbject is well 
handled , and was as happily chosen at the 
time , to stimnlate the already awakening sym- 




, m dcusia^ùaû. of the abhorrcm.-^ 
now generally abborred traffic , Û-^::^ 
ir to tbe bead and beatn o{ t\l« 

id Ae Goveirnor are two sterling 
and the amateurs of ïedgers, and 
ponnds sterling are well delineated 
bis nncle. Tarico is a sweet un- 
she-savage , fidl of love, and na- 
ifîdence , and none but a cold, cal- 
.'cenary " citizen of sober famé " 
ntertained tbe îdea of selling sucb 
» slavery. Wowski is a most suit- 
ion for faitbful Trudge, and Patty 
inventive as a confidential^mme- 
o a single and anticipating young 
ost be. Tbe love-sick Campley and 
ress are fairly raatcbed, and tbe 
r of plot , cbaracter , and action is 
11 preserved. 

we are not so raucb enamonred of 
timental as of bis comic poetry, it 
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ibiMt be owned that se' 
ji soDgs in thîfl opéra are 
yet théy are ail infinité 
> which begins thus : 



" In London what gay eh« 
Bat ihe only sign hère i 
Heigho I that I for hun; 
But grave withont méat 
For my bacon I fancy I 

The Hkxr at Law, ^ 
and there are not a îtv9 
both in représentation 
the publie it bas alwa^ 
«Ithongb , crîtically sp< 
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don hiiu tbe caricature wlaicliVie gîvcs o4E^ 
pédants , and to suffer bis distraction o^ >n/j 
and manners to overwbelm , "witbi {atcic^/ Il 
mour, the more chaste and nataral habits 
the persons with whom be keeps company. 

Thîs hnmorons extravagance is, perhaps, tf^e 
very best metbod by which the follîes and vic^s 
of the times can be reformed : for when solemti 
sentences and sprightly wit are found inefFectnal, 
the IndicroQs will often prove of import : and 
laudable design , with skilfnl exécution , on tbe 
part of the authop , bave hère placed this laugb- 
able and immoral scholar , by exciting tbe 
dérision of the audience , among the most 
genuine moral characters of the drama. 

The remainder of the ebaracters are true 
pictures of common life ; but , except two or 
three of them ( who bave little character at ail), 
their language is too much deformed by dialect, 
to produce that literary entertainment , which 
is always to be expected and desired from the 
perusal of a book , — and rhough it is proper 



THE LIFE OF G. COLMÀN. XV 

that snch persons as the anthor bas introdnced 
shonld speak in exactly such provincial style 
as they do , yet , surely a paucity of ill-tanght 
rastics woold render their ignorance less bur- 
thensome and more conducive to niirth , than 
when a continuai round of bad spelling and 
nncoatb sounds pervade , witbout mercy , the 
eye or the ear. Invention , observation , good 
intention and ail the powers of a complète dra- 
matist , are , perhaps, in this comedy displayed, 
except one — Taste seems wanting : but this 
failnre i« evidently not an error in judgment, 
but ap escape ii'om labour — The liner coloiirs 
for more polished mankind, would demand 
the artistes more laborious skill. " 

Foersck, a dutch surgeon , .pnblished (about 
the y ear 1744) an acèonnt of the Upas-Tree, 
and of the raanner in which crimînals, in Java, 
were sent to it , for the purpose of obtaining 
its poison ;•! — anaccount intended to pass for 
mstH^tr of/act, and which is, now, exploded as 
a fiction. It was Foersck's narrative which sug- 



I 




C.<Z)LMAW. 

À«a of the draina «^ 
a play wbic\i eVm^i^,^ 
i superlor vftVimg» 
nephew Hans Gay velt, 
, form the éiite of thc 
good scènes amongst 
hiavello of the Dntch 
ind his Kinsman the 
auous cadet , are well 
catnre portrait of Pen- 
irged , is not without 
ich would attach to the 
lot advanced by his be- 
which is, by no means, 
The tnith is that George 
•f that genre , and , con- 
the pièce , and his dis- 
is well as the misanthro- 
md the mahogany faced 
t well dèsigned, are not 
jadee is a Uvely sketch , 



J^ 



Anced by hLs V 
is, by no mea» 
iTath is that Geor? 
iat genre , and , co> ■ 
e pièce , and his d> 
«vell as tbe misant!»^ i 
i tbe mahogany f»»^- 
veUdesigned, are n^ " 
ideeisalively skcîé 



» v^/^^ 



»«*^.«Jft^.« «vr» w^^a 



vrjft &Avr» wwkv 



«lephants for imagination. 

The little comedy of Ways < 
sesses ail the ways and mean 
pièce of that nature to a£Pord a 
excite laughter. The equivoquef 
action are well kept up , and th 
verly drawn. It has a Ways beei 
tobe, a faYOurite. 

In the Wags of Windsor Co 
a fnll scape to bis broad co 



and faithfîil repreaentativelB o». «.^ 
localities. 

If popnlarity is any indication of merit, the 
dramatic romance of Blue-Beard , or Pemak 
Curiositjr is a chef tï œuvre of its kind , and ex- 
citedin an extraordinary manner the cnriosity 
of the play-going publie of both sexes. It was^ 
iirought ont at Covent-Garden, with ail W 
pomp and display of scenery and machiir' 
dresàes and décorations for which that V 
is so justly celebrated in getting np sno^ 
Indépendant of the manager's exer 
romance itself merited public appr 
Jt is arrangea with considetaVAc 



La#(. 



* 



nificence to claim tbe fair , bat unwillmg , 
na , as bis bride , is one of the finest ever 
taced on tbe stage. 1 

1 closing onr remarks ou tbe pièces, we bave 
;ted , we may fairly apply tbe folIowÎDg 
i to George Goltnan , tbe yponger , botb a& 
tn and a draniatist. 

«t homo ingeniosus acutus accr et qui 

nrimain et salis habet et fellis nec candoris minus. 

is not pecniiar to tbe présent day to exalt 
enins of antiquity at tbe expence of exist- 
lerlt. In every âge we find tbe same inclina* * 
» laud tbe times tbat are past , and to bes- 




cYiTiaXwxally présent then^^ 
andld examiner on the s^^::^, 
ire , wbetber the sYrecpvc:^ 
y against the stage of our 
( in what it consists ? what 
i of the drama and society 
how far this infloence may 

snch degeneracy P 

to thiâ inquiry some stan- 
mnst be establîshed ; some 
Iged principles , -which may 
confidence as the crîterion 
ce. Congreve , Farquhar and 
np , by modem critics , as 
nitation , bnt in making our 
their pretensions, vie shall 
opriety , and good sensé as 
;s of judging, and prononnce 
)st degenerated from thèse 
lost departed from the right 
»i'esen tation. 
dwelt upou in coïn^^\.\iç> 



^ ,. ^<^u wii, aoa me eiegaoce ot : 

br langoage ; as to strict adhérence to the 
ties of time and place , Farqnhar , in his £s- 
on comedy , decidedly spnms at such limi- 
ons , considering them as the fetters of a 
;ly imagination. We believe we hâve hère 
abined ail the eulogioms which any critic 
yentnred to pronoonce npon their writings, 
ngh we are , by no means , disposed to ad- 
their correctuess. Congreve , who flonrished 
he reign of Charles II , availed himself of 
licentîonsness of the times to pass obscenity 
qrit and ribaldry for humour, and his ««ï- -^^ 
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the hero a rake , and his attempts to diâhouour 
the wife either of his friend , or of some good- 
natured unsuspectiug simpleton , the main sub- 
i ject of the pièce , aided by an nnderplot eqaally 
/ aninteresting and immoral. Farquhar's works 

bave the same tendency , but the objeot is not 
so apparent. 

He is a libertine uadisgaised who almost 
laughs us into good humour with his vices, and , 
such, no doubt if his biography be correct, 
was the man. It is said of bim that his vivacity 
never deierted bim ; and the Beaux Stratagem 
which was written in his hist iUness , is a pro 
that the same buoyancy of spirits , and libi 
tinism *of disposition , remained with bim, t 
the hist. But thongh we admit the wit and viv 
city of Farquhar , we consider hira déficient 
the most essential principles of dramatic coi 
position. 'His genius does not lay in the stn 
ture of a drama as a whole ; but in those spr' 
ings of humour which form its minor [ 
ad even his warmest admirers accuse l|i 
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being hasty in bis productions. There is nothing 
tangible as the mark of a master of bis art ; and 
there is no one pièce wbicb will bear the tonch- 
stone of tratfa. He représenta an artificial state 
of Society; and even allowing bis comédies to 
he correct delineations of existing manners, tbey 
excite little or no interest beyond the âge for 
which tbey were written. Tbis may acconnt for 
the failore attending the rerival of bis pièces , 
and for the nnequivocal condemnation wbicb 
bis Trip to the Jtibilee met witb on its revival a 
few years ago at the Hay-Market théâtre ; and 
such will ever be the case witb those writers , 
who neglecting their best model , natnre , ndmi- 
nister to the vices and follies of the âge in which 
tbey lîve. 

To Farqnbar succeeded sir JobnVanbtU'gb and 
Hoadiey ; decided copyists of their predecessors, 
equally profane and immoral; their heroes li- 
bertines , and their beroines stmmpets. Tho 
Relapse of the former , and the Suspicions Hus* 
band of the iatter , will fuUy jostify the severity 



raclure of their plots -was the same ; posseasH 
îither novelty nor interest , and only formii 
le vehicle for sprightly dialogue unconfinc 
ven by the common decencies of society. Ch 
ondusions then are thèse, that whateyer taleo 
hey might possess for brilliancy , thèse talen 
ire minor considérations when compared wi' 
he more important points contaiued in the sta 
lard we proposed , — nature , propriety , ai 
;ood sensé ; and for which we hâve the autho 
y of Horace : ** Scribendi rectè sapere est pr 
'ipium et fons.^'' 



i ; but we will venlxire to say , 
that for adhérence to nature , originality of 
thooght, and élégance of composition , the best 
of the modem comédies will snccessfolly rival 
the most celebrated prodactions of those an- 
thors. 

If the true end of the drama be *' to show 
virtne its own image , and vice its own defor- 
mity ", to make the one the object of imitation, 
and the other of abhorrence snch writers as 
Congre ve , Farqohar , Yanborgh , and Hoadley, 
hâve decidedly failed ; they bave held up to 
ridicule the most sacred oblî^i'**^'*— - -' 



■nd ia indDoement lo virtoe: ■relb»**'**,^^ 
taÎDcd in ihe writinga of the anlhoreii f^^ ^tk 
Thii inlHTogatioa ciDDOt be ansMeiei fn ^ 
■ilirnuttivc ; for the Tery reverse ig the ("V^ 
and their deficienc; io ÎDleresl hua been alrea. 
renuirkcd ; for it û only tbe norsi patsious „ 
Dur narnie tbal can Teel iuterestcd îa ihe anceesi 
□fa Uberline , tbe ïntrigDet ofa pnulitnte, ar 
tbe plols ofa SROundrel. Sball we then award 
tbem thc palm , when ibejr bave vlolaled the 
liist pi'inciples ofdramalio composition? 

From tbe fbregoiog argument we woold iufsr 
. tfaat in poini of wit and composition , ifac beat 
wriler* oFour day ar«equal; — io origiiulitj 
of ihonght, inleresl, ioienrion, and poetieal 
and moral juatice, ihal thej are infinilely SD- 
perior to their propoied modela ; and if the in- 
qniry is confined to the legitimate dnma , Iht 
balance is decidedly in ouc Tavonr. Bot It by no 
meau follows tbat the stage itielf is Free liiim 
the charge □£ degeneracy or dégradation ; and 
thii degeneracy and dégradation do not,perbaps, 



If 

r 
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lie so mQcb. with the writers for the stage , as 
in tbe public who encoprage the dégradation. 
Theatricals are as much an object of commer- 
cial specnlation as any other species of proper* 
ty ; hence it follows that managers , like book- 
sellers , regard taste and genins in no other 
estimation than as they administer to their 
peconiary advantage ; and having onoe made a 
snccesfial experiment in bad taste, they are con- 
demned by a sort of retributive justice to 
continue that bad taste, in the midst of a 
compétition so easy , yet ultimately so expen- 
sive and unprofitable. 

It will be perceived that we aUude to thi»se 
outrages of nature, the German drama, succeeded 
by Lewis's monstrous productions , which 
some years ago were such favourites with the 
public; and followed by the more modem 
mania of melo-dramas and spectacles those half 
French , half German , half English abortions 
of dramatic literatnre. Genius is ont of the 
question in thèse productions; and the fault 



lie stage bas a great influence over so 
et in this instance , the blâme attaches 
the public who patronize , tban to thc 
lagers who prodace them , because the L 
aving a pecnniary interest in view , and ^ 
•f course is their sole object , are not st 
menable to the rules of taste , whUe fa 
•nce excited a vitiated appetite , it im 
ipon them the necessity of contin^uîn 
'iquant repast by serving np fresh novc 
o the neglect of real genius , and the ull 
lebasement of the drama. 
Thns it bas been well observed by Jol 

" The stage bat echoes back the public voice 
The drama's laws the drama's oatrons erive 



novelties , 
^\ltimate 



4stAt 



'^^^^iSOD nasT acted at covbh 



rra?. 



r. 



\. 



PROLOGUE , 



WKITTEH 



BY Mr T. DIBDIM- 

X So you* re ail hère , Box , Pit , and Gall' 17 fall 
Of British jurors , corne to try John Bull. > 
" Who acts John Bull ? ** metkinks t hear you s^ : — 
No character*s so named in ail the Play. 
**Tbe title, then*s a trick? ** we scom tbe charge, 
JoHK Bull is — British Character at large; 
*Tis he, or he — where'er you mark a wight 
Rereiing law , yet resolute for right ; 
Plain , blunt, his hearl with feeling, justice full ^ 
That b a Briton, that's ( thank heaven ! ) JoHir Bull. 
And John , till now, we set it down for certain , 
Has always ta* en his seat hefore the curtain. 
And so he does; no matter where your places , 
I see his gen' rous mind in aU your faces. 
Whcther he sits by sweetheart , fricud , or bride « 
John Buil's as warm as at his oNvn^re-side. 



IV PROLOGUE. 

Look up aloft , and you may safely swear , 
He's highljr pleased, close to bis lass, — jusl there. 
Tliatband, wbich round ber waist,iskindly tbrown 
Sbould any he molest wou'd kuock him down. 
For Jobn is still ( as tells tbe lyric page ) 
A lamb in love , a lion in bis rage. 

Wliere fasbion's polisb sbews bim morerefin*d — 
( boxes ). 
Jobn, still to social gaiety's incliu'd, 
Freely, tbo' aim'd at by satiric wliim, 
Laughs witb tbe bards , vrho raise tbe laugb at him. 
Or, look below, and you may see bim sit, 
Giticiug witb critic statc an Ënglish Pit ; 
To whom , thus midway placed , I say , be kind, 
John Bull beforcy Oh, spare John BuLLbebindI 

CpointingoJf.J 
Shou'd you condemn , sans mercy , tbe poor elf * 
'Twere suicide for John to kill himself. 
Nor blâme tbe fear , wicb makes tbe bard thus sue ; 
John Bull ne'er trembles , bnt in facing you. 



I 
f 



DRAMATIS PERSON.^. 

Peregrive , The rider Brother 

Rochdale , incog « 

Sir Simon RochdALE , A country Magistr^ 

Frank Rochdale ,. • • • The Son of sir Siay^ ^^. 

Williams, Mr Rochdale's Val^^ ^' 

Lord Fitz-Balaam , . . An exigent Nobleman 

HONOURABLE TOM ShuF- 

FLETON, A joongMan of Fashims^. ._ 

JOB Thornberry,. . . . An honest Brazier — ^the S^ 

JoHir Bcu. of the pièce. ^ 

John BuR , Shopman to Job. 

Dennis Brulgruddery The Irish Landlord of the 

Red Cow. 

Dan , A Cornisb clown, the Ser- 
vant of Dennis. 

Mr PennymAN , Sir Simon's Steward. 

John. "v 

Robert. > ; Servants in sir Simon's fa- 

Simon. ) "^^y 

Lady Caroline Bray- 

MORE, Lord Fitz-Balaam's fashio- 

nable Daughter. 
Mrs Brulgruddery, . Landlady of the Red Cow. 
Mjlr y Thornberry , . . The Brazier's daughter. 
SCENE — CoTivvraW. 



JtKf 



JOHN BULL. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

'ibUck house on a heath ; over the door the 
gn ofthe Red Cow,and the name ofuEVVis 

BRULGRUDDERY. 

BEMNIS BRULGRUDDEKY discovered looklng over the 
headi : DAN opening the oatward shuttcrs of the 
house. 

DEMiriS 

A pRETTT blnstradoas night we hâve had ! and 
the son peeps tbro' the fog this moming like 
the copper-pot in my kitchen. — Devil ! a tra- 
Teller do I see coming to the Red Cow. 

DAir. 
Na , measter , nowt do pas« by hère , I do 
think , but the carrion crows. 



/ 



>uui, i bélieve my setting up the 

a week ago , was a bit of a Bull ! — 

odds. Haven't I been married thèse 1 î^ 

hs ? — and whom did I marry ? 

DAN. 

waddling womaa, wi' a mulberry 

DENNIS. 

ine wîth your blamey , Mr. Dan. 
le high blood in her veins; you bog- 




DAM. 



• "««C^ 



dways do , when I do look at her , . . 



'lùned ? 

Ve be the nn- 
. Your aie be 
mistress do set 
apple a roast- 
measles ; I be 
ence , and thce 
aor». 




^rry 






0£51fIS. 

Ncver yon mînd Mrs Bmlgnid 

Wasn't she fat widow to Mr Skini 

lean exciseman of Lestwcithel ? Ad 

ancle , viho is fifteenth cousin to a 

ronet , say he*d leave her no monei 

happened to bave any , because t 

graced her parentage , by marrying 

an ? Bathershan, man, and doi 

Il keep us ont of the mud , noF 

band is an irish jontleman , brec 

DAlf. 

He , he! Thee be*st a rum gentl* 

DENNIS. 

Troth, and myself, Mr Denn 
dery , was brought up to the churi 

,* Wby, zure. 

DEITNIS. 

You raay say that. I open*d tfa 
• in Belfast. 

DAN. 

f And wbat made'em to tam the 
treade ? 



L 



gMOn. Arrah , Dan , don't 1 see a taU m^as^ 
ler stretcbing out his arms in the fog ? 

DAN. 

S Si ; that be the road-post. 

DENNIS. 

Paith , and so it is. Och ! when I was tur^' 
t of my suog-birth in Belfast , the tears 
wn my eighteen-year-old cbeeks , like bti 
milk. 

DAN. 

^shaw , man ! nonsense ! Thee'dst never get 
tber livelihood by crying, 

DENNIS. 

es , I did ; I cried oysters. Then I plnck- 
p — wbat's that ? a customer ! 

DAN (Looking out) 






•( 



Xuck- 



ê « 



DEVNIS. 

Bat , somehow , the de 
quarrel ; so I gave him somc 



,. 



DAN. 

And wbat didst thee give 

DESrXVH. 

• I gave him a black-eye ; 

^self at Lestwcîtbel ; where 
the exciseman , was in his 
soûl ! He vras my patient , 



,1 .^ou■s bULL, 

bui Lis nidon bail such a lurai noIioD of m; 
subsoriplions , Ihat ia three weeki , sbi ma 
Mti Bnilgraddfry. 

He , be ! so yuu jumped iolo ibc old man' 
moDey P 

Only a diity himilwd poiinds. — Then be 
brother-io-bw .hadlatk tobia) ! kcpi tbc R«1 
Cow, apoD Mackslaih beatli, till hb ivM 
chouer'd biiu ont of Ibe w»rld , in aD aguti 

Wby , ihal be Ibi» verj bouae. 

Onld NLck By away wLih tbe roof of it I 
took tbe TEmainder of the lease , per ad™ 
my bride, M» Brulgraddrry. Laid ont 
good-looking bundred pound for the fiiml 
and tbe good-viill. Bougbt llirre pigtthal 



^Ks» 



ACT I, SCENE I. i3 

DENNIS. 

And devil a soal bas darkcn'd my doors for 
a pot of béer slnce IVe been a pablican. 

DAN. 

See ! — See mun , see ! yon's a traveller , 
sare as eggs ! — and a coming tbis road. 

DENNIS. 

Ocb , bnbbaboo ! a customer, at last ! St. 
ricl#send be may be a pare dry one ! Be 
Ve , Dan , be alive ! rua and tell bim tbere's 
élégant rcfresbment at tbe sign of tbe Red Cow. 

î DAN. 

I wnll- — Ob, dang it, I doesn't mind a bit 
' of a lie. 

DENNIS. 

And , bark ye, say tbere's an accomplisbed 
bindlord. 

♦ * DAN. 

I Ees — and a genteel waiter ; but bell see 

that. 

DENNIS. 

t 

And, Dan ; sink tbat little bit of a tbnnder- 
• stonn , tbat bas sonred ail tbe béer , yon 
know. 



it JOHN BULL. 

What, doit lake me for anoaf ? Dan 
if he ba'n't been lued to driuk linegat 
ûad il ont fail eaow of hiniwl , I'm n 



Wlfe! — Imiuc tell lier tUe jojful new 
Mrs Bmlgmddery ! my dear 1 Devil cEoali 
dear ! — she's ai deaf ai a trank-makei 
Mn Bmlgraddcry '. 

EnUx Mn BROLGRUDDERr. 



Audnhat do yoa naotnow wilh Mr>] 
graddery ? Wbat 's to bccoÉne of tu f Tell 
Uul. How are we gomg ou I tboald liki 

Mighif like a mile Monc — uanding . 
lIlU prcHnt wiiting. 



A prettj sitnatioD «e are in trnly. 



%e 



ACT I. SCENE I. i5 

DENHI8. 

Yes ; aponMnckslash heath, and be damn- 
ed to it. 

MRS B&ULGRUDDE&T. 

And , wbere is the fortnne I bronght yon ? 

DEIfNIS. -*■ 

AU swallowed np by the Red Cow. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERT. 

Ah ! had you folio wed my advice, we sbou'd 
ver bave been in such a qaandary. 

DBlfVIS. 

Tnnder and torf ! didn't yonrself adviie me 
to take this poblick-hoase ? 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY. 

No matter for that. I bad a relation who al- 
ways kept it. Bat -who advised yon to drink 
ont ail the brandy ? 

DEiriCIS. 

No matter for that — I had a relation who 
always drank it. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY. ( Crjing. ) 

Ah ! my poor dear Mr Skinnygange never 
bronght tears into my eyes , as yon do ! 

DEKNIS. 

I know that — I saw yon at bis fanerai. 



lin I ? — keep ît to yourself, tben, voy 
bkin. 

MRS BRDLGRUDDERY. 

'oa'Il be tfae death of me ; you knowyoa 

OEITNIS. 

lOok up, my sweet Mrs Brulgruddery !^ 
le I give yoa a small morsel of consola - 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY, 

onsolation , indeed ! 

DEITNIS. 

es — There's a costomer coming. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY ( Brightening. ) 

Vhskt ? 

DENNIS. i 



ACT I, SCENE I. 17 

Dennis ! Bat I kncw how it would be , if yoa 
had but a little patience. Reinember it was ail 
by my advice you took the Red Cow. 

DElfiriS. 

Och ho ! it was , was it ? 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY. 

l'il mn , and spmce myself up a bit. Aye 
aye , I hav'n't prophesied a cnstomer to-day ^ 
for nothing. 

( Goes into the bous«. ) 

DENNIS. 

Troth, and it's prophesying on the sure 
side , to foreteli a thing when it has happen- 
ed. 

Enter DAN , conducting PEREGRINE- The latter earrj» 
ing a small trank under his arm- 

" FEREGRINE^ 

I am indiffèrent abont accommodations. 

te 

DAN. 

Our'n be a comfortable parlour , zur : you*li 
Bnd it clean : for I washed un down mysen, 
ffrringing wet , five minutes ago. 



I» JOHN BULL. , 

VoQ bave tuld me so tiventy tiiuri. 

Thia bc ibe Hed Cow , inr , as ye may we 
by tfae piclur; aad hete be meastcr, hr'llli'eat 
ye in an hospital manner , inr , and ibew you 



ïon œay 
eep as well 
avel haï M 

:rved thû ( 


lodg. 


lableasiaabedchaial>cr;ft 
d lUe. — Sine* I bave pn 
^de,and|>oinliDK<„U»traDkui 


rbisariD), 
anijuaiity , 


and] 


laj my hcad npon il wi' 


r. Wh>t is 


eemsa mighty deceni , hard 

itslnirdnhh, Inonder?. 



Tbai whîch kevpa a mUer anake — au 



ACT I, SCENE I. 19 

DENITIS. 

Va be prond , sir , to know your upholste- 
rer , he sbonld make me a feather-bed gratis , 
of thesame prettymaterials. If that was allmy 
own, Va sleep like a pig , thoughTm married 
10 Mrs Bralgruddery. 

PEREGRTNE. 

I shall sleep better becaase it is not my 

DENNIS. 

Your own's in a snugger place, tben? safc ftom 
the sharks of this dirty world , and be b^jog'd 
to 'em. ♦♦ 

PEREGRINB. 

* 

Except the purse in m y pocket, 'tis now, I 
fancy, in a place most frecpiented by the sharks 
of tbis world. 

UENNIS. 

Londoii , I suppose ? 

PEREGRINE. 

The bottom of the sea. 

DENNIS. 

By my sonl , that's a Afvatering place — and 
yoa'Il finà sharks there, sure enough, in ail 
conscience. 

a. 



Vhat would yon chuse to take , sir , aner 
ir walk this raw moming ? We hâve any 
3g you désire. 

DENNIS. 

ïes , sir , we hâve any thing. ( Aside ) Any 
ng*s nothing , they say. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERT. 

Dan, bnstle about, and see the room rea- 
, and ail tidy ; do yon hear ? 

DAN. 

I wnU. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERT. 

What v^oald yon like to drink , sir ? 

» . • PEREGRINE. 



ACT I, SCENE I. 21 

my opinion he^ll take a fancy to our sour béer. 

( Exit into the bonse. ) 

PEREGRIIVE. 
Is your honse far irom the sea shore ? 

MRS BRri.GRVDX>ERT. 

Àboàt three miles , sir. 

VEREGRINE. 

So ! — And I hâve wander d upon the heath 
foar honrs , before day-break. 

MRS BRULGRUDDBRY. 

Lackaday ! bas any thing happened to you, 
sir ? 

PEREGRINE. 

Shipwreck — that's ail. 

MRS BRUZ.GRUDDBRY. 

Mercy on us î cast away ? 

PEREGRIITE. 

Onyonrcoast, hère. 

DENITIS. 

Then , compliment apart , sir, you take a 
dacking as if yoa had been used to it. 

PEREGRINE. 

Life*s a lottery , irîend , and man shoold make 
up his mind to the blanks. Ou -wVïaX ^w\ oîl 
Comwall am I thrown ? 



35 JOHN BULL. 

V/e are ino miles fiom PeauDce , sir. 

Ha ! frcim PenzaDce ! ihat's Inuky ! 

Lnck? ! Then he'il go OD , nitbont drink- 
ing al oar bonae. 

A hem ! — Sir, there bas beea > greal big 
tbander-storm at Pemance , and aU the béer 
in the [omi'a a« ihïck at mnatard. 



I r«l cbUUd - 



Ocb , the detil. Bring the braDdy-boUlr f 

tbe jontleman « my jewel. 

DoD't you koow yonVe emptied it , yon a 



ACT I, SCENE I 

Yoa Bce thaï nomaa tbat'a g» 
Y v'iSe , poot soal I She bas bat 
, noà that's a napper. 



e bad as neat a big bottle of brandy, a 
ago — aotl damo thp drop's leli. Bot I 
tothing — she's my nife , poor iTeaLorfll 
he can tel! wbo iiaa\ it. Wonldn't jon 
I sup of «ont — I mean , of oar^Hoag 



\ti. Wlim I firsi laiv faim ( indced it was 
Ihe fim time aurl tbe lasl ) , he had jiut bc- 
gua lo sdventare hnmbly in tratle, llis stock 
ns veryilcnder, bot fais ndgbbonrs accoant- 




JOHN BULL. 

man , and I know they spoke 
Ty years ago, after half an honr s 
tiich proyed to me his benevo- 
squeezed his hand , and parted, 

DEHNIS. 

! after half an hoar's dish of 
sonable good tîme to remember! 

PEREGRIITE. 

>r he did me a genaine service ; 
irrites ber records in tbe beart , 
ses to beat , tbey may lire in 



iRUDDERY ( Wiâi a mag of béer) 

GRUDDBRT. ( Apart to Dennis. ) 

OU said abont tbe brandy-bottle. 

oekhis. ( Apart ) 
on broke it one day. 

lULGRUDDERT. ( Apart. ) 

ways tbe sbelter for yoar sins. 

DENNIS. 
Peregrine. ) Ton know , sir , I — 
ntion*d to yon poor Mrs Bml- 
foittine. 



ACl' I, SCENE I. 
lia T ha ! yoD did , indced , fri^nfr, 
I im VC17 aorry , 1 






Be eatj, my lambkiD ! thejandcin*!! 
ta )t. Yen are not the fint that hai crac 
boRle, yOQ Imow. — Here't yonr brcr, >ir. 
( Aiidi. ] l'm not of s blmbing Dation , a 
l'd be ■bame-iaccd to give it him. My jewel 
ihe JDUtlenun vra* atkinft aftcr one Mr Tbom 
berry. ( Detaytng to g\we Ihe bcn. ) 

What! nid Job lliomlMrrï of Pennnce, 



The lery umr. Tou knon hIm ihen t 



fn now , and well 10 do in the world. ( To 
ni> ) as othcn mighl be, if they noold but 
Up« myadvice. 

I rrjoice 10 heir it. Givc me ibf becr , land- 




ofafenwlein dLstri 

i lo flj l" ter pvotccwon. 



Eimwiii'DoeHï. I 



1 ail ihebeer.W 



ACT I, SCENE I. 17 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY. 

Hère he cornes again , and , I déclare , with 
a youDg woman leaning on hi's shoulder. 

DENins. 

A yonng woman ! let me hâve a bit of a peep « 
( Looking out ). Och ! the crater ! Och the — 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY. 

Heyday! I shou'dn't hâve thoaght of yoar 
peepîng afiter a yoong woman , indeed ! 

DENNIS. 

Be asy , Mrs Brulgruddery ! it's a way we 
hâve in Ireland. There's a face ! 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY. 

Well , and hav'n't I a face , pray ? 

DENNIS. 

That yon bave , my lambkin ! You bave had 
one thèse fifty years ago , TU be bound for 
you. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY. 

Fifty years ! You are tbe greatest brute that 
everdug potatoes. 

Re-enter PEREGRINE , supporting MARY. 

PEREGRINE. 

This way. Cheer your spirits; the ruffian with 



JOHN BULL. 

Q stniggling , hat fled acrass the 
ipecd prcvenled my naTiiig your 

jour moncy too in the pircel 



te , compoK yoanelt. Whithn 



■I know , >ir. 

hen JOUI proccedings , child 



■ Inciul to direct 






becD (reacberons te 



Uh , ihe blackgaard ! 




JOHN BULL. 

MRS BRUIiGRUDDERY. 

your tongne , do. 

PEREGRINE. 

. to me , chlld; I wotdd proffer yo» 
p , for your own sake — for the sake 
olence. When a^s are nearly equal, 
s prone to breathe so wariuly on tlie 
iofa friendship betwéen thetwosex.es, 
fi'oit is désire ; bat time , faîr one , is 
g snow on my temples, while Hebe , 
îr fresbest ringlets over yours. Rely, 
a one who bas nomber d years soflî- 
correct bis passions; wbo bas encoon- 
ïicolties enough to teacb bim sym- 
id wbo woold stretcb fortb bis band to 
ring female, and sbelter her likea fatber. 

MARY. 

ir! I do want protection sadly indeed! 
•. ) I am very misérable. 

PEREGRIICE. 

, do not droop.Tbe cause ofyourdis- 
îrbaps , is trifling : but , ligbt gales of 
r will roake women weep. A woman's 
Uke the dew tliat ie^\ïyc% %\\»ke from 
JVay , oonfîàe m lae. 



ACT I, SCENE I. îi 

IwiU.sir; ( LwIlIii; c<mi>d. ) bal — 

Leave m a llitle , honrst ftiends. 

A liera ! — Come , Mis Bralf radderj ! iet 
fon and I pair off , my hmbkin ! 

AL i she's QO htUer tbaa At ahonld ht , l'il 



Marj , sir. 
Wbal elle ? 



Don't atlt me that , >ir ; my pocr Jàther 
aiiglit be lorry it «as mentiou'd now. 



PSRBGRIITE, 

What i» he ? " ' 

IfARY. 

A tradesman in the neighboiuiag town , sîr 

PBREGRIirfi. 

îs he aware of l^^x^departure ? 
No, sir. 

PERBGRINB. 

And your mother f . 

BIARY. 

I was very lîttle when she died , sir. 

PERBGRIIVE. 

Has your father , since her death , treatet 
)u with cmelty. 

MARY. 

Wt» P AVi I KIaoo VtiTn I .%^ I u^ :«. »i.^ 1.*. 




1 



ACT I, SCENE I. 33 

M ART. 

i Pray 9 sir y don't talk of that. 

PEREGRIIIE. 

Why did you fly from him ? 

MARY. 

Sir , I... I... but that's my story , sir. 

PEREGRINC. 

Relate it then . 

MARY. 

Tes, sir. — You miist know then, sir, that 
— there was a yoang gentleman îu this neigh- 
boorhood , that ■■' — O , dear sir , l'm quîte 
ashamed ! 

PEREGRINE. * 

Corne, child, I will relieve yôu from the 
embarrassment of narration , and sam up your 
hiatory in one word : — love. 

MARY. 

That's the beginning of it, sir ; but a- great 
deal happen'd afterwards. 

PEREGRINE, 

And who is the hero of your story , my poor 
girl? 

Tbe hero of ? — O ,1 \xii\«t«XwA— ^^"^^ 



34 JOHN BULL. 

much above me in fortime , sir. To be ^», 
I shonld baye tbongbt of that befbre h^^ 
such power over my heart , to make "^2,^ 
wretched , now be bas deserted me. 

PEREORIKB. 

He won] d bave tbongbt of tbat, had 
own beart been gênerons. 

MARY. 

He is reckon d very gênerons , sir ; be can 
afford to be so. Wbentbe old gentleman dies, 
be will bave ail tbe great famîly estate. I an 
going to tbe bonse , now , sir. 

PEREGRIITE. 

For wbat pnrpose ? 

MARY. 

To try if I can see bim for tbe last time , 
sir ;to teU bim I sball always pray for bis bap- 
piness , wben I am far away from a place wbich 

be bas made it a misery for me to abide in ; 

and to bcig bim to give me a little snpply of 
money , now l'm penny less , from bome , to 
belp me to London ; wbere I may get into 
service , and nobody will know me. 

PEREGRINE. 

And wbat are bis reasons , cbild y for tbns 
deserting you ? 



ACT I, SCENE I. 35 

He «eut me his reiaouB by letter , yctterdâf , 
■Ir. He Ù10 be marricd n«t weeL, lo a laij 
of higb ronone. His làthcr, he sayi, însiels 
Dpon it. I know I im born below bim ; bat 
aflet tbe oaths we pUghieil, heaven knows Ibe 
news ITM ■ ud , nd >hock to me ! I did not 
close mj eje» lui night ; my poor briîn was 
baming , aud , ai aoon ** daj broke , I left 
the hooK of my poor falher , wbom 1 ihonld 
tremble lo look at , wben be discovet'd my 
■tory : — whicb I coold not long conceal irom 



Pour , loTely , hean-bmiaed wimderec I O 
nealtfay despoilen of htunble iimoGence 1 splen- 



Diderera of virtoe I irho make 






yonr boasi , aad tàncy female roin a Fealher in 
yoar caps of lanity — single odI a victim you 
luTfl abandon'd , aaà j in joxtr hoora of deatb , 
coDtemplate ber ! vien her, care-nora , ftieud- 
leu, penoyleai; — hear her taie ofsDiroira, 
franght with herremoDC, — ber wanl. — a 
hard world's BcofTâ^ her parents* anguîsb; — 
tfaen , if ye dire , look innard npoD TQuc q'h^ 



MARY. 

Simon Rochdale , sir ; of the Manor- 
, hard by. 

PEREGRINE ( Surprised. ) 
deed ! 

MARY. 

;rhaps yoa know him , sir ? 

PEREGRINB. 

bave heard of bim , and on yoar accoont, 
1 yisit bim. 

MARY. 

, pray , sir , take care wbat yoa do ! if 
sbould bring bis son into trouble , by men- 
îng me , I sbould never, never forgive 
elfl 



ACT I, SCENE I. 37 

than yoar own means , poor simplicity , are 
likely to effect. What say you ? 

MÀRT. 

I hardly know what to say, sir. — you 
seem good , — aud I am little able to help my- 
self. 

PERKGRIICE. 

Toa consent then ? 

MA.RY. 

Yes , sir. 

PEREGRIITE ( Calling. ) 
Landlord ! 

Enter DENNIS from the door of the hoase- Mrs BRUL- 
GRUDDERY foUowing. 

DENITIS. 

Did yoa call , sir ? Arrah , now , Mrs Bml- 
gmddery, yoa are peeping after the yoang 
lady , yoarself. 

MRS B&ULGEUDDBRY. 

I chuse it. 

PEREGRIHE. 

Prépare yoar room , good folks ; and get 



at I wiU , with ail my heart and sonl , 

MRS àRULGRUDDERT, ( Sulkily. ) 

ion't know that we hâve any room at ail , 
ly part. 

DBITNIS. 

^ew ! she's in her tantmms. 

Mrs brulgruddery. 
eople of good repate caii*t let in yonng 
len ( found npon a heath , forsooth , ) wi- 
Lt knowing who's who. I hâve leamed the 
s of the world , sîr. 

PEREGBnrS. 

o it seem^} which too often teach you to 
vrate the little good you can do in ît , and 
*-^ ♦hft door when ihe distress'd entreat 



» • 
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DBNNIS. 

Mlghty pretty handsel for the Red Coii 
lambkiii. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY, 

A couple of gnineas ! Lord , sir ! If I tho 
yoa had been sach a gentleman ! P 
miss , walk in ! Yonr poor dear little feet 
be qnite wet with our nasty roads. I beg 
don,sir ; but character*s every thing in oui 
siness , and I never lose sigbt of my own 
dît. 

DEICNIS. 

That yoa don't — tîU you see other 
ple^s ready money. 

PEREGRINE. 

Go in , child. I shall soon be witb 
again. 

MARY. 

You will retum , then , sir ? 

PEREGRINE. 

Speedily. Rely on me. 

MARY. 

I shall , sir ; —^ I aux s\3^e. i tBûL-^ » Ws 
bless you , sir '. 
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MRS BRULGRUDDERT, ( Cttrtesying^. ) 

This way , miss ! this way ! 
( Ezeunt maby and landlady into the home. ) 

DENITIS. 

Long life to your honoar for protecting the 
pettîcoats ! sweet créatures ! l'd like to protect 
them myself , by bushels. 

FEREGRINE. 

CaD you get me a guide , friead , to conduct 
me ^o Penzance ? ^ 

DEICNIS. 

Get you a guide ? Tbere's Dan , my servant, 
sball skip before you over tbebogs like a grass- 
bopper. Oh , by the powers ! my heart's full to 
see your geBero.«»ity , and I owe you a favour 
in retum ; never you call for any of my béer-, 
till I get a fresh tap. 

( Eût into the house. ) 
PEREGRIIfE. 

Now formy friend Thomberry;ther 
again to interest myself in the cause o^ 
fortunate : for which many wouV 
Quixote ; many would cant out 
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bat I care not for the stoicks , nor the paii- 
tans. Genuine nature , and nnsophisticated 
morality , that tnrn disgnsted from the rooted 
adepts in vi<:e , bave ever a reclaiming tear to 
shed on the children of error. Then let the 
stemer virtnes , that allow no plea for hnman 
frailty , stalk on to paradise withont me ! The 
mild associate of my jonmey thither , shall be 
cbarity, and my pilgrimage to the sbrine of 
mercy , will not , I trust, be worse perform'd 
for having aided the weak , on my way , who 
hâve stumbled in their progress. 

Enter DAN' 
DAW. 

I be ready , zur. 

PEREGRIITE. 

For what, fiiend? 

DAJf. 

Measter says you be a-going to Penzance ; 
if you be agreeable , 1*11 keep you company. 

PEREGRINE. 

Oh — the guide . You belong to the hou 
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DAir. 
Ëes , zur ; l'se enow to do ; I be head-wa 
ter and hostler : only we never hâve no ho 
ses , nor cnstomers. 

PEREGRIXVE. 

The path, I fancy , is diffîcult to find. E 
yen never deviate ? 

DÂK. 

Na , zur ; I always whistles. 

PEREGRINE. 

Gome on , friend. It seems a dreary roate 
bnt how cheerily the eye glances over a sterl 
tract , when the habitation of a benefactor 
whom v?e are approaching to reqnite , lies i 
the pfBrspectIve ! 

(. Exeunt. ) 



JOHN BULL. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

A Library in theHouse ofSir Simon Rochdale; 
Books scattered on a writing'dfUfle. 

Eoter TOM SHUFFLETON , and a SERVANT. 
SHUFFLETOIT. 

Nobody ap yet ? I thought so. 



Enter SERVANT. 
Ah , John , û it yoa ! How d'ye do , John ? 

JOHN. 

Tbank your hononr, I — 

8HUFFI.KTOXV. 

Yes, you look so. Sir Simon Rochdale în 
bed ? Mr. Rochdale not risen ? Well ! no mat- 
ter : I hâve travell'd ail night, thongh, to be 
with them. How are they ? 

JOHN. 

Sir , they are both — 
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SHUFFLETON. 

Tm glad to hear it. Pay the post-boy for nu 

JOHN. 

Yes , sir. I beg pardon , sir ; but when yoi 
honour last left us — 

SHUFFLETON. 

Owed you three pound five. I remember ; 
bave you down in my mémorandums — Ho- 
nourable Tom Sbuffleton debtor to — -What's 
your name ? 

JOHN. 

My cbristian name, sir, is — 

SHUFFLETON. 

Muggins — I recollée t. Pay the post-boy, 
Muggîns. And , hark ye , take particnlar care 
of tbe cbaise : I borrow'd it of my friend , 
Bobby Fungus, who sprang up a peer, in the^ 
last bundle of barons : if a single knob is knock'd 
out of bis new coronets, he^ll make me a sbarper 
speecb tban ever he*ll produce in parliament. 
And , Jobn ! — 

JOHN. 

Sir , 

^ SHUFFLETON. 

What was I going to say ? 
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JOHN. 

Indeed, sir, I can t tell. 

SHUFFLETON. 

No more can I. 'Tis the fashion to be absent 
— that's the way I forgot yoor little bill. There, 
ron along. 

(Exit JoH».) 

Tve the whirl of Bobby's chaise in my head 
still. Corsed fatigoing, postlng ail night, through 
Comish roads , to obey the summons of friend- 
ship ! Convenient, in some respects, for ail tbat. 
If ail loungers of slender revenaes , like mine 9 
conld command a constant saccession of invi- 
tations , from men of estâtes , in the country , 
how amazingly it would tend to the thinning 
of Bond-street ! 

(Throws himself into a chair, near the writing table.) 

Let me see — what has sir Simon been reading ? 
— « Bam's Justice » — tme ; the old man^s 
reckon'd the ablest magistrate in the county : 
he hasn't eut open the leaves, I see. « Chesivr- 
fiold's Letters » — pooh ! his system of éducation 
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Nol a bit — I give joa my hoDoor, I didn'i 
fïnd itiacoDTenJFUt atall. How is Fnnk fiocli- 
diiU? 

Why , my son iiin't ap yel ; and , beforu 
he*s slirrïngf do let me talk to you, my icur 
Taxa Sbnffleloa ! I hâve tomething Qear my 



Dod'i ulk of yoar heurt, baronet; — feelîag'ï 
qnite ont of fasblon. 



Well, then, l'm iuteretted in — 



Aye, Btick lt> that. We make n joke of tlit 



Speak — but don't be in a passion. We ai-e 
alwa;* cool at ihe clubs; tlie constanl babxt of 
miniiig one aouttier , tcachei us icmpei'. Ex- 



maca i admiTf jour profirieDCy iD tbe n 
ScAooI of breediDg; — yon âre^ wbat I cj 
one of ihehighesl finish' d feUows, of tbe prei 



Psba ! baronet ; yoa flaUer. 

No , I don't ; onljr in eitolling the meriis 
of tbe newest-faihion'd mannera and morals, I 
am fiofaietimes pnzïled j by Jlie plain gentlemen j 

I dont donbt it. 

Why, 'Inas bat l'olbcr morning, I nas ha- 

rangniug old sic Noab Starchington , in my 
library, and eiplaining (o him rhe shiolng qnalî- 
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ti« aC > iaiiier , of the yeet eîghuen linndred 
Bud three ; «nd vthat do jcin think he did ? 



No ; be pnll'd domi an english dictioiiary ; 
when ( if yon'U belieïe me f ) he found my defi- 
DitioD of stylish licing, onder ihe word «insol- 
ïenoy ; " a Bgbting crop tni'a^d ont a « dock'd 
boil-dog-," and modéra gallsnlry , "»dultery 
and HducliDn.- 

Noah SiarchÎQglon h a damn'd old iwaddiec. 
But thefactia, baronel, wr impnlve. We bave 
voted many qaalïties to br virtnea, oow, (bat 
ibey neTer thought of caUing Tirtues formerly. 
The rising generaLion nanls a new dicdoiury, 
damoably. 

Deplorably ind^Ed ! Tou cbd'i Ihink, my dear 
Tom, wbat a scorvy %are you, and llie dashing 
fêlions of your kidney , make in ilie old once. 
But yon bave great înfliience otct my son , 
Fraak; and 1 want you to eierl it. You air 
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SHUFFLETOir. 

- To how muchP 

SIR SIMON. 

Damn it , now , how like a mod^m man of 
the world that is ! Formerly , they wonld hâve 
ask'd to who. 

SHUFFLETOH. 

We never do , now : fortune 's evcry thing. 
We say « a good match , » at the west end of 
the town , as they say « a good man , » în the 
cîty : the phrase refers merely to money. Is 
she rich? 

SIR SIMON. 

Four thonsand a year. 

SHUFFLETOir. 

What a devilish désirable woman ! Frank's a 
happy dog ! 

SIR SIMON. 

He's a misérable pnppy. He has no more 
notion , my dear Tom , of a modem « good 
match , » than Eve had of pin-money. 

SHUFFLETON. 

What are his objections to it ? 

SIR SIMON. 

I hâve smoked 'im ; bnt he doesn't know 
that : a silly , sly amonr, in another quarter. 
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SIR SIMOK. 

A dealer in kitchen candlesticks , Goal sknt- 
tles, coppers, and canldrons. 

And is the gîrl pretty ? ' 

SIR fllMOK. 

So they tell me : a plomp Utile devil , as 
ronnd as a tea kettle. 

SHUFFLETON. 

1*11 be after the brazier's danghter , to- 
morrow. 

SIR SIMON. 

Bnt yon bave weight witb him. Talk to hlm , 
my dear Tom — reason witb bim ; try your 
power , Tom , do ! 

SHUFFLETOIf. 

I don^t mncb like plottîng witb the father 
against the son — that's reversing ^e new 
scbool f baronet. 

SIR SIMON. 

But it wîll serve Frank : it wîU serve me , 
who wish to serve j^ott. And to prove tbat I 
do wish it , I bave beeo keeping sometbing in 
embryo for yen , my ^ewc ^ôxa. ^îoss^^âvîas^ ^ 
agfafnst yoar arthraV. 
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SHUFFLETON. 

For me ? 

SIR SIMON. 

When yon were last leaving us , if-you re- 
coUect , yoa mentioned , in a kind of a way , a 
— a sort of an intention of a loan, of an odd 
five hnndred ponnds. 

SHUFFLETON. 

Did I ? I believe I might. "Wlien I intend to 
raise money , I always give my friends the pré- 
férence. 

SIR SIMON. 

I told yon I was ont of cash , then , I re- 
member. 

SHUFFLETON. 

Yes ; that's just what I told yon, I remember. 

SIR SIMON (Presenting the money.) 
I have the snm floating by me , pow , and 
mnch at your service. 

SHUFFLETON ( Taking it. ) 
Why, as it's lying idle, baronet, I — I— don't 
mnch care if I employ it. 

SIR SIMON. 

Use your interest with Frai^ , now. 
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Rely OR me. »iall I give yoD my ai 
No , my dcar Tom ; ibat'a 



Why, thaï» 
,o «ell ^ yoa. 
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good. 


.«bal 


ptomi 


OK (G™„e.)' 


rtliee 


if Franb'a >t 


Irring. 






sm 
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mnit 1 


talk t» 


my stewird. 



Pray , do yoa employ the phrue 
promise to pay , ■ Beoanliag to Ihe r 
old dictionaricB , or as it's the liihioTi 



.■ lerUI 
ding of 



(Exeunt, severally.) 

SCENE II. 

^ A 'Dressing-room. 

FRANK ROCHDALE, vriling; WILLIAMS 

> * 

FRAHK (Tbrowing down tbe pen. ) 

It don't signify — I canaot Write. I blot, an 

ar ; and tear , and blot and — Corne hère 

Williams. Do let me beat you, once more. Wh 

le devil don*t yoa corne bere. 

WILLIAMS. 

I €nn bere , sir. 

FRAKK. 
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FRANK. 

And , she read h — and — did yon say , she — 
she was very mnch afifected , when she read ît ? 

WILLIAMS. 

I told yon last nîght , sir ; she looVd quite 
death-stmck , as I may say. 

FRANK. { Mach affected. ) 
Did ^- did she weep , Williams ? 

WILLIAMS. 

No , sîr ; but I did afterwards ; I don't know 
what ail'd me ; bnt, when I got ont of the house 
into the street , III be hang'd if I didn't cry like 
a child. 

FRANK. 

You ave an honest fellow, Williams. ( A knock 
at the door. ) See who is at the door. 

( Williams opens the door , and JOHN etiters. ) 
WILLIAMS. 

Well , what's the matter ? 

JOHN. 

There^s a man , in the porteras lodge , says he 
won't go away wîthoat speaking to Mr Francis. 

FRANK. 

See who it is , Williams. Send him to me , if 



X it caivx^ \^ai%i . 



( Exit WiLiiiiMS. ) 
FRÀITK.. 

Mast I marry this woman , whom my fatb 
bas chosen for me; whom I expect here t 
morrow ? And must I, then, be told \is crlmk 
to love my poor , deserted Mary , because o 
hearts are illicitly attach'd ? Illicit for the heai 
fine phraseology! Natare disowns the restri 
tîon; I cannot smother her dictâtes with t 
polity of govemments , and fall m or ont 
love, as the law directs. 

Enter DENMIS BÏIULGRUDDERY. 
Well , friend , who do you corne from ? 

DENNIS. 



ACT II, SCENE II. 
joot honoDT'n faiher'a 1 

l-HiltK (ImpaliBnlIy. ) 

Well, well, yonr bminewP 

Tfaal's nbat the porter ax'd me. " Tell me 
yonrbiuineBs.honeat man,- sayihe— « l'Usée 
yon damn'd Ërsl , sir, " says 1: — »riltellil 
your belters ; — and tfaat's Mr Francis Rochdale, 
esqnire. .. 

Zoanda! Ihen, nhy doii't you tellitp I am 
Mr Francis Rochdale. Who iho deïil »enl you 
hère? 

Trolh, air, il wa* good-nalDre nhiiper'd me 
to come to yonr hononr : bnl I beliere IVe dia- 
imnembec'd her directions; for, damn the bit 
do yon seem aeqoainteH with her. 

Well , my good frieiid , I don't mean ta be 
violenl ; only be so good as lo eiplain yout 

. Oh.-tiilliaU thepleasorein lire. — Giveiue 
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good words , and l'm as asey as an onld glove : 
but bite my nose ofifwith mnstard, and bave at 
you with pepper, that's my way. — There is a 
llttle crature at my bouse : sbe's crying ber 
eyes ont : — and sbe wont get sncb anotber pair 
at tbe Red Cow ; for iVe left nobody witb ber 
but Mrs Brulgmddery. 

FRJLNK. 

Wîtb her ! witb wbo? Wbo are you talk- 
ing of? 

DEmris. 

l'd like to know ber namemyself, sir; but 
I bave beard but balf of it ; and tbat's Mary. 

FRANK. 

Mary ! — Can it be sbe ? — Wandering on a 
beatb ! seeking refuge in a wretcbed bovel ! 

DENNIS. 

A bovel ! O fie for sbame of yourself , to mi»> 
becall a genteel tavem ! l'd baye you to know 
my parlour is clean sanded once a week. 

FRANK.. 

Tell me, diwctly — wbat brongbt ber to yoar 
bouse ? 

' DENNIS. 

By my soûl . it was Adam*s own carriage : 



ACT II, SCENE U. 
) ten-Mxd nuchlue the baymikei 



Mory; and, if yoa caa, inldlJgîbly 

Dod'i be bothciing my bnina , 
yon'U get it as cleu ai mad. Sure 
ontnre can'l fly tviaj Jrom the Bed 
Vm explaming lo yoa the righu o 
ahe promût Ibe gcntUman lo alay t 
back? 

Promiied ■ geatlemui '. — Who ?— 
getUlemanP 

Atrah , now , nherc did you Un 
Won'd yon ai a cmlomer bis birtb 
and sdacatioQ P • Heaveu bleu yoa 
came back again , - «aya ibe — " Tb 
will, before yon can uy, paranipa, d) 

UamiutioDl whdt don tbù mca 
yonr errand, clisaiiy, yon acuDiidii 



r-T3~7 - 7 

FRANK. 



Well, go on. 

D'kNNIS. 

Damn the word more will I tell you. 

FRANK. 

Why, y on infernal — 

DENiriS. 

Oh, be asy! see what you get, now, by af- 
frontîng Mr Dennis Bmlgruddery ( Searching his 
pockcts) , rd bave talk'd for an hour if yon had 
kept a civil longue in yonr bead ; (Giving a note.) 
but now you may read the letter. 

FRANK. 

A letter! — stupid booby! — why didn't y 
give it to me at first ? ( Opens the letter. ) Yef 
is her hand. 

DENNIS. 

Stupid! If you're so fond of lettr 
migbt lam to behave yourself to the' 
FRANK ( Reading , and agi' 
" Not going to upbraid \(^ 
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rest at my father's» — « trifling assistance» — 
Oh faeavens ! does she , then , want assistance ? 

— « The gentleman , who has hefHended me. * 'ki 
— damnation ! — the gentleman ! — « yonr un- ^ 
happy Mary. » Scoundrel that I am ! what is 
she snfTering ! but who , who is this gentleman ? 

— no matter. — She is distress*d , heart-break- 
ing ! — and I , who hâve been the cause ; — I , 
who — hère — (Runniog to tbe writing table, and open- 
ing a drawer. ) Run , fly , despatch ! 

DENIAIS. 

He's mad ! 

\ FRÀHK. 

Say I will be at your house , myself — re- 
member , positively corne , or send — in the 
course of the day. — In the mean time , take 
this (Presentinga purse), and give it to the per- 
son who sent you. 

DENNIS. 

A purse ? faith , and VU take it. Do you 
know how muçh is in the inside ? 

FRANK.. 

Psha ! no. No matter. 



»/ 
I 



FRÀITK.. 

Worthy , honest feUow ! 
I DENKIS (Coanting.) 

Ëleven — t welve — thlrteen. 

FRANK. 

l'il be the makîng of yonr house , my good 
fellow. 

DENNIft. 

Damn the Red Gow , sir , you pnt me oat. 
Seventeen — eighteen — nineteen. — Nineteenfat- 
yellaw boys, and a seven-shiUing pièce. Te^' 
'em yourself , sir ; then chalk 'em up over / 
chimney-piece , else yon'U forget, you kaf 

FRA.NE.. 

O , fnend , when honesty, so palpabljf 
as yours , keeps the account , I care nf 
arithmetick. Fly, now! — bid the sef 
you any refreshment you chuse^ 
to exécute your commission. 
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Tom Shnffleton ! j 

apropoi , in your life. 



SnnFFLETON. 

yoQ Devcr oiriTed more 



L in ipiriti , Tom , I thSnk , non. 
i bad a windrall '— flve hnndrcd 
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Twould b« a pity, then, Tom, if tbe piiînii 
expeiîenccd improper treatHMiit. 

Why ibit's trne : bot hù cbm u h> nie, 
tlut it iu't ncll nndcntood , I bclùre. Carss 
mi , my deu Frank , if tlic diwue of lendioB 
il cpidemic. 

> faon«w, my 



And, u diDgeroua, Tom, as ihe Hoall-pm. 
Thej ahmild iaoculate for It. 

Tlut woa'dn't be s bad ■chcnw ; bot I took 
it lULtnraJlf . Piha I dum it , don't iluke your 
head. Mine') bnt ■ naît façon de parler: jnet 
ai w« talk 10 oue another abont onr coata : WA 
neiar aay ; ■ Whn'i jour tailor l- We alirayi 
Ht , ■ ^Vbo lufreri ? > Toor biher tell* me 700 
»nps going to be manied ; I fiïe' yoo jo^j . 



Joy 1 I hâve kuown oolbuig bnt tormcnl , 
and aÙBerj, taux Ùût inin«d maiTÛge lias 
been in agitation. 

Umph! MairUgV wa> > «elghty alTair, for- 
merly : so was a &niilj-coach ; — bnt doinestick 
daties , now , are like town-chariots ; they moH 
be made lîght , to b« là«bioiub1c. 

Ob, dODOt trifle. By accedingto this match, 
in obédience to my fatber, I leave lo ail tbe 
paaga of remorse , and diuppointed love , a 
helples», humble girl, aud rend tbe fibns of 
a gênerons , bnt too creduloua , beau , hy ean- 
celliog , like a villaiu , the oaths with whkh I 



Your Tvife, tbey tell mef will bave fonr tbon- 
und a year. 

What bas that to do wilh aeoUnieat ? 

I ilon't know wlMt yon may think ; but if a 
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id lo me , pkmp, •■ir, I un T«ry fond 
thonund a-yaar. « I ahooM «ay, — • lîr, 

, how does hc «et , i>bo oITcn bû hand 
-noman , >t tbe very moment hii ban ia 
itoêBotbtr? 

>fTGra a great aBcrificC' 

, where ia the rrpaistiOD to the nilibl- 
be hai deaerted P 

«□□nity, A ^great many anTortaiiatCB 

ilyliah carriagc, np and down Si. James'* 
apon lOch a provision. 

annaity, flowing from the fiiitane, I 
e, ofthe wiimun I marry! ia ihal de- 



convenient. We liqnidate debta of play, 
arj, from the same resunrcea. 



eaH K erowd of jews aad genllcou 
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gameiten together , to be Htlled with , dnring 

the debtor's honeyinooii ! 

T4o, daniD it , it won'dn't b« fair tO jninblc 



Why ïof 

Bccaïue, nrcntj to one , tbc fint half of the 
Cleditora begio duQniog ihe other. 

Nay , for once in iby life , be leiîoiu. Rcad 
thÎB [CiilDg ibeletter), nUch bas iRTing my 
hesrt, and repose îl, a» a secret, in yoor own. 

SHnPïlITOH (OUndiigoïOt il. ) 
Â pretlj , Unie , crow-qnill kiod of a hand. 
— -Happiness,- — -innocence , — trifling as^t- 
ance — gentleman beftiended me — nnbappy 
Mary.» Yes,Isee — (Rituraiof ii.) — Sbe wanta 
moDey, bnt haa got a new friend. Tbe atyle's 
neal , bat the subjeci isn't original. 

WiU yon serre me at tbis ctiM» ? 




She wrîies, yoa aee, that >he ha» abmptly 
ïher &lhér— uid I leun, by the meaKager, 
it nhe ia Qovr in a misérable, relîced house, 
the oeigUioiiriDg healh. Thaï maatu't detsr 
a from eoing. 



f Ob, deai 









red ihe bon 



CoiDC down 1o my fither , to bnaUul. 1 will 
1 yoa aftetwirda ait I wiih yoa lo ezecate. 
L , Toni ! tbis buine M boa anhinged me for * 
:î«ly. Rigid morality , after ali , ia tlM beM 
it of mail toi ihe ci 



Ou ancesto» 



wbo 



'e maLlf admirad '' 
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amazingly ; but ta mix in the gay norlil , itîth 
Iheïr rîgid moraliiy , woold ba a» aîngidiir ïs 
slalking into a drawing room , in iheir armonr ; 
for disBipatioii u , uow , the faahioiuble haUt , 
nith nhicb , Uke ■ bromi coat , a mm goes inlo 
Company, ta avoïd beïng stared at. 
(Eifunl.) 

SCENE ni. 

y^n apartment in Job THOsnitKftï's honte. 
Enler JOB THORMBERRT (in a nighbE»<™) '"^ BDR. 

Doq'i take on so — don't yon, now ) I pray. 



I won't. Reaion bid me Iotb my child , anU 
help niy friend : what's the GOUseqQence ? my 
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irieud bas raa one inj , and Lroke np my 
(rode : iny dan^tcr bas raa another , and broke 
my — . No. she ihall never bave it 10 say ibe 
broke my heart. If I faang myielf for grief, 
Ae iha'D't know ahe made me^ 

WeU^bal, roasler — 

And reasoD lold me to take yon inlo my 
shop, nh«n tbe ùl chorchnardent slarved yoa 

at (be workhouse , — dama iheir want of feeling 
for it !^ — amlyon were Ihamp'd about, a poor« 
onofTending , rag gcd-tnmp'd boy , as you nere 
— I wonder you haT'n'l rnn away from me. 



Tbat's ihe fint real oakind nord joa ever 
•aid to me, l've sprinUed yoor abap Iwo4nd- 
twenly yeara , and never misa'd a monkiug. 

Tbe baitiffs are belovr , clearing tbe goods : 
— yon noa'l bave ibe trouble aoy lanf|Ei. 

Trouble • look je, old 3ob TooxiÛKttrî — 



enboî 
y'U il* 
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r ;odo»«^ ' „, \>ooV9 , W" ^oog *=' 
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BUR. 

From the time you took me oat of the 
workhoose. 

JOB. 

Psha ! rot the workhoiise ! 

BUR. 

Ton never mention d it to me , yonnelf , till 
to-day. 

JOB. 

I said it in a hnrry. 

BUR. 

And iVe always remember*d it at leianre. 
I don^t want to brag, bat I hopelVe been foond 
faithfol. It's rather hard to tell poor John Bar , 
the workhoose-boy , after cloathing, feeding, 
and making him yonr man of trast , for two- 
and-twenty years , that you wonder he don't 
mn away from yoa , now yoa're in trooble. 

JOB (Affected.) 

John — ( Stietcbing ont his hand. ) — I beg yoiir 
pardon. 

BUR (Takiog his hand.) 

Don*t say a word more abont it. 

JOB. 

I— • 



corne, be a mau ! get on your tbiuga ; »ad bue 
Ihe baîlifTa j Uial aie nuDmagiug lh« goods. 



laa- 


, John 


1 can 


. My 


hean-s heav 


ler 


ihaaaUllieiron 


andbn 


laa, in 


my shûp. 




N.y, 


ooMidet 


what ïonfiuic 


n! — pluet 


up 


,1 conrag 


;do,n 


™!.o. 








WeU, 


ni iry 











Aye,lhat'9rigfat; liere's jonrclothcs. Tliey'U 
pUy the devil with ail tbe pola and paiu , if 
yon aren't by. Why , I iramiil yoa1l do ! 
blf sa yoa , what ahoold ail yon ? 

Ail nw P do yoD go , aad gît a dangbter , 
Jobn Bur ; th<a lel her niD away trom yoQ , 
and yon'U koow wbat ails me. 

Corne , bere'i yonr coat aod waisti^oat. Tbù 
i) the wnûtEoat yoong mîgtreaa nork'd , nïth 
faer owu hauds , for yout falrth-day , fire years 
ago. GoDM , gel inlo it , aa quiek as yon can. 
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im ( TWovîBg il m ilit Bwr liakull;. ) 
Fd u line g>I into my coRîn. She'll hftTa 
me there , soon. Piha ! rot it ! l'id goiug to 
smTel. Bar , go , and gel me another. 



How prond I was of ihit waiatco«t, fiïe jesrs 
ago ! I little tbought whac ^onld happcn , novr , 
wheu I H[ in it , at tlle top of my table , with 
ail my neigliboiirs lo celebraie the day : tbeie 
iTBBCollop,ODDne»deof me, andhis wifeon 
the other ; and my dau^ter Mary aal at the 
liirUiet end; — tmïliiig m> jweetly; — lilu an 
■nfbl , good-for-ootlÙDg — I shou'dn'l liLe to 
throw away a waistcoat neither. — I nuy as 
weB pnt it on. — Te» — it wmild bt poor «pito 
not lo pnt it on [Pnidng tùi unu inu it.) — Hhe't 
lireakiDg my hetrt; but, l'ii wear it ; — l'ilwear 
il- (Boltooinï H, n. b. ipukt.did nrinf . iinolniitârilj-) 
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It'a mycMld'i — Sbe'a onduiln], — imgTXtcFbl , 
barbaroas, — but ahe's mj chUd, — and she'U 
never noA me uiotlier. 



I wai thinkiiig ao m^wlT, Bnr; and *o — 

Eh — «h»t, jon'ïe got on the oM oœ? 
Wcll , non , I déclare , l'm glid ol ihal. Here'i 
jonrcfMl. (PnniD^itDQ him.) ^Sbobal thÎBwiîat- 
GO>t feela a IJttlc damp , abont the top of tha 

loa (ConAiKtt.] 
Ncver miad, Biu, neTerniiiid. — A Iktle walcr 
haï dropt on il ; bat it wou't gin me cold , I 
beli«*c. 

Heigh 1 thïj ai» plajiug op old Hiiry b«low! 
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ril lUD , md Kc -nbal'a ths nuOIrr. Mike bure 
■ftet me, do, naît! 

(E»i.B«.) 

I iIod'i cwb for thé bankraptcj , now. I cm 
face tny creditora , lika an honeit mao : and I 
caD crawl to my grave, af^rwardsf al poor as 
a chgrch-mouse. What doea il tignify? Joh 
Thomberry haa no reason, now , to wiih him- 
3tl( worth a groat : Ihe old ironmonger and 
braicier bas nobody to hoard hïa iDoney for, 
now I I WB> only laviiig for my daaghter ; ind 
ahc bas mn inay from her doating , fooliab 
Talher, — and itnick down my hcart — Oat — 



Well . wbo are you ? 



llien , l'in xHry to «e yon. I bave jiut been 
n^iu'd by a friend ; and ncTrr niali to bave auo- 



Climate , and years hâve been at work on it. 
While Europeans are scorchîng under an Indian 
sun , Time is donbly basy in fannîng their fea- 
tures with his wîngs. But , do you reraember 
no traces of me ? 

JOB. 

No, I tell you. If you hâve any thing to say , 
say it. I hâve something to settle , below , with'' 
my daughter. — I mean , with the people in the 
shop ; — they are impatient ; and the moruing 
has half run away , before she knew I should 
be up. — I mean before I had time to get on 
my coat and waistcoat , she gave me — I mean — 
I mean , [if yop bave any business , tell it , ar 
once. 

PREGRINE. 

I will tell it, at once. You seem ag^ 
The harpies, whom I pass'd in your sh 
form*d me of your sudden misfortu' 
not despair y et. 
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Aye.rmgoiDeto 
iloii't ùgni^. Go on: 
aUMi;— bm, go on 



I nill. Tis jnit thirty ycan aga i 
EngUnd. 



a binkrDpt — but that 
: îsu't tfam : thcj'll tind 



Abont that time, a lad ol fifteen years enler'il 
yoiiT shop : he had ihe appeaiauce of ■ gentlo- 
mau'i Mil ; and told you he had heard, by «o- 
cidcnt, ai he nu wanderiog Ihroagh ihe streeti 
of Penzance, some of yoar neigbbonn tpetk 
of Job Tbotuberry'i goodneu lo peisoiu in 

I belisre he told a lie there. 

Not in tbat inslance, thougb he did in 
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Us had loït bis parents, be Mid; iiid, des- 
tiiQte of frienda, muney, and food, nae mak- 
ing bis nay to the neit port, to oQér hilDwlf 
to aay vessel thaï would Iakc him on board , 
tliat he nughl woik liU way abroad, and wek 
a liTclUjood. 

Yes , yes ; he did. I remembei il, 

You may remember , loo , ■when Ihe boy had 
fîniabM his taie of dïstre:(!(, yoa pnt ten goïneas 
in his band. Tbey werp tlie first eamiugs of 
your trade , yon told him , and oonld no» b« 
laid out to betler adiaatage Ihan in relieving a 
helpleaa orphan : and , giviog bim a letter of 
lecominendation to a aea-tapiain at Fahnoodi, 
yoa wlih'd bim good spirits, and prospeiity. 
He left you nith a promise, ihat, if fortone 
eier smiled npon him , yoa ihonhl , ooe day , 
faeaj^ neni of Peregrine. 

Ab, pool fellonl poor Peregrine ! he was a 
pi-etly boy. I shonld like to hear u«w» of him , 
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I sm that Percgriue. 

EhP i*bat — jaa are? No: leC me loofc al 
yon «gain. Aie yon the pntty boy, ttut — 
bleu lU , how you are aller'd '. 

I bave eadured maoy hard>hi)js, since I saw 
yoa;i]Uiiy tumB of Jbrtoiifl : bnC^ 1 deceïved 
yon (it wa* the cnnnïng of a (ruant lad) whea 
I toid yon I had lost my parent». Ftom a ro- 
■ntntlck ToUy , the growtb of boyiib brains , I 
bail Sn-'A tny fancy on belng a sailor, and bad 
nin iway irom my tàlher. 

im ( nilh ((mil emolion. ) 

Rim awiy &om yanr father I ir I had known 
tfaat, l'd hâve horsmhipp'd yon, nïtfaÎD an inch 
of yonr Ufe ! 

Had yon koowa il , yon had done right , 

Rigbt ? Ah I yon don't know nhit it ia Ibr 
a cfaild to nm away from a fâtherl Kot me , if 
1 won'dii'E bave sent yon back to him , ded , 
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neck and heels, in the basket of the s 
coach. 

PER£GIlIirE. 

I havehad my componctions : hâve exprc 
them by letter to my father: bnt I fear 
pénitence had no effect. 

JOB. 

Served yoa right. 

PEREGRIITE. 

Havîng no answers from him, he died, I . 
without forgiyîng me. 

JOB (Starting. ) 

What ! died ! without forgiving bis chil 
Come, that*ft too macb. I coa*dn*t baye 
tbat , neidier. Bat, go on : I bope yon'vc 
prospérons. Bat yoa shoa*dn*t — yoa shfi 
baye qaitted yoar fatber. 

PEREOEIITE. hf 

I acknowledge it : yet , I bave seen 
rity ; tbough I traversed many coanf 
my ontset, in pain and poverty. O 
lengtb, raised me a friend in India' 
interest, and my own indnstry , I f 
sîderable wealth , in tbe factory af 
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JOB. 

And hâve jnst landed it , I suppose , in 
England ? 

PERKGEINE. 

I landed one hnndred ponnds , last night , 
in my pnrse, as I swam from the Indiaman, 
which was splitting on a rock , half a league 
firom the neighbonring sbore. As for the rest 
of my property — bills, bonds, cash, jewels — 
the whole amonnt of my toil and application , 
are , ' by this time , I doubt not , gone to the 
bottom ; and Peregrine is retnrn^d , after thirty 
y eacs , to pay bis debt to yon , almost as poor 
as he left yon. 

JOB. 

I won*t tonch a penny of yonr hnndred 
ponnds — not a penny. 

PEREGRIITE. ' 

I do not désire yon : I only désire yon to 
take yonr own. 

JOB. 

My own? 

FEREGailTE. 

Tes; I plnnged with this box , last night, into 
the waves. Yon see , it bas yonr name on it. 



I 
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JOB. 

«Job Thornberiy,» sure enongh. Aadwbàt's 
in it? 

PERS6RUr£. 

The harvest of a kînd man's charity ; — the 
prodace of your boonty , to one whom you 
thougbt an orphan. I hâve traded , thèse tw^ity 
years , on teu gnineas ( which , from the first , I 
had set apart as yonrs ) , till they hâve become 
ten thoasand : take it ; it could not , I find , 
corne more opportanely. Yoor honest heart 
gratiBed itself ia administerÎBg to my need; 
and I expérience that bnrst of pleasitf e , a grate- 
fal man enjoys , in relieving my reBever. — 
(Giving him the box. ) 
JOB. (Squeezes Pbbboaxitk's hand , retorns the box , 
and seems almost unable to ntter. ) 

Take it again. 

PEREGRII^E. 

Why do you reject it ? ^ 

JOB. 

l'il tell you as soon as l'm able. T'otheiy 
I lent a friend — Pshaw, rot it ! l'm an ol^ 
( Wiping his eyes. ) I knt a friend , t^otllT 
the whole profits of my trade , to r 
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from sinking. He walk'd off with them , and 
made me a bankmpt. Don't yon think he is a 
rascal ? 

PEREGRIHE. 

Decidedly so. 

JOB. 

And what should I be , if I took ail you 
hâve sayed in the world, and left yon to shift: for 
yourself ? 

P£nEGRIN£. 

Bat the case is différent. This money is , in 
fact, your own. I am inored to hardships ; better 
able to bear them , and am yonnger than you. 
Perhaps, too, I still bave prospects of — 

JOB. 

I won't take it. l'm as thankful to yoa , as if 
I left yon to starve : bat I won't take it. 

FEHEGRINE. 

Remember , too , yoa hâve claims npon yoa , 
which I hâve not. My gaide,as I camehither, 
said, yoa had married în my absence: 'tis 
trae , he told me , yoa were , now , a widower ; 
bat , it seems , yoa bave a daaghter to provide 
for. 



\ 
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I h»ïe no daD{|liter to provide for , now ! 

TbeD , he ntbinfonn'd nw. 

Nd , hc didn't. I had ont , lut night ; 



did. Kqd aivay frain a good fatbei , as 70a did. 
ThU is a momiiig to remember ; — m y daughter 
bas thq ont, and the bailifis htve mu in; — I 
sha'u't u»n forget ihc day of tha mantb. 

Thia moroing , djd yoa say ] 

Aye , before day-brcak ; — a hacd-hearted , 



didc't know whnl was going 10 happen , 
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^^or soal ! I wish she had, now. I don't think 
iiiy Mary woold hav6 left her old father in the 
mîdst of his misfortones. 

PERKGRINE (Aside. ) 
Mary ! it must be she ! What is the amoont 
of the demands upon you ? 

JOB. 

Six thonsand. But I don't mind that: the 
goods can nearly coverit — let 'em take 'em — 
danrn the gridirons and warming-pans ! I could 
begin again — but , now my Mary*s gone , I 
haT*n*t the heart; bat I shall hit npon some- 
thing. 

PEREGRIirB. 

Let me make a proposai to yon, my old 
frîend. Permit me to settle with the officers , 
and to clear ail demands upon yon. Make it 
a debt , if yon please. I will hâve a hold , if 
it must be so, on your future profits in trade : 
but do thîs , and I promise to restore your 
daughter to you. 

JOB. 

What ? bring back my child ! Do you know 
where she is ? Is she safe ? Is she far oflf ? la — 



i 
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PEREGRim. 

Wîll yoo reccive the money ? 

JOB. 

Yes, yes; on those terms — on those condi- 
tions. But , where is Mary ? 

rEREQRIITE. 

Patience. I must not tell yoa yet ; but , in 
fbar-and-twenty honrs , I pledge myself to bring 
hor back to yoa. 

JOB. 

What, hère ? to her fether's bouse ? and safe.' 
Oh, 'sbud ! when I see her safe , what a thnn- 
dering passion l'U be in vrith ber ! But you are 
not deceiving me ? You know , the first time 
you came into my shop, what a bouncer you 
told me , when you were a boy. 

PEREGRINE. 

Belieye me, I wouid not trifle with you, now. 
Corne, come lown to your shop, that we may 
rid it of its présent visitants. 

JOB. 

I belieye you dropt firom the clouds , ail ( 
a sudden, to comfort an old, broken*heani 
brasier. 
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PKREGRINE. 

I rejoice , my honest friend, that I arrived at 
so critical a juncture ; and , if the hand of Pro- 
vidence be in it, ^tis becaose heaven ordains 
that benevolent actions , like yours , sooner or 
later , mnst ever meet their recompence. 

(Bxcunt.) 
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ACT m , SCENE I. 

Sir 9IX0H BOCRDÀLiV Libmry. 
EnWr lir SIMON R0CHD4LB . and ihe «ri 



Bclieve me , mj lord , tbe man I nisfa'd mont 
to meet m my library thii moming , ma tkc 
earl of Fltz-B^Jauu. 

ThanL 7011 , ùr Simon. 

TanT urival , a day b«f<ve yonr promiM , 
^vea m tmch cooTenient leiflnifi to talk ot« the 
acnngtnieiiu , relative to the nurrUge of liily 
Caroline Braymore , yonr loDdahip's duigliteT , 

True , sir Simon. 

Then , whiie Udy Caroline a at bec t*ilït , 
ne'll daab into biuine** at once ; br 1 know 
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yonr lordship is a man of few words. They tell 
me, my lord, y ou hâve sat in the Upper ^oa- 
se, and said nothing but aye and no , there , for 
thèse thirty years. 

I.ORD FTTZ BiLlJLl.M. 

I spoke, for more than a minute , in the year 
of the inflnenza. 

SIB. 8XMOH. 

Bless me ! the épidémie perhaps raging a- 
mong the members at the moment ? 

LORD FITZ BJLLA1.M. 

Tes ; they congh*d so lond,M|ft ofF in the 
middle. ^ 

Sia SIMON. 

And yon nerer attempted again ? 

I.ORD FITZ BALULM. 

I hâte to talk mnch , sir Simon ; — 'tis my 
way , tho* several don*t like it. 

SIR SIMOir. 

I do. I consider it as a mark of yonr lord- 
8hip*s discrétion. The less [yon say , my lord , 
in my mind , the wiser yon are ; and I hâve 
often thought it a pity that some noble ora- 
tors hav'n't follow'd yonr lordship*s example. 
— But hère are the triitings. ( Sitting down wif 
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lotlinTZ B*LjIAM , «nd uklBf ifc™ ft™. IhB trtie. ) 

W« mm* «rare ccrcmoDy now , loj lord , tôt 
•U tliia pile of patchmcnl a bnili on ths iada- 
pcndanl toar thonund a year of yoni dn^ 
ter, bdy CaroUoc , on one hand , idiI yonr 
lordihip'i ÏDCumbraiKH , on the otlier : 

I havc saddles ou my ptoperty , sir Simon. 

Whicbsaddlei.yoDr lotdsbip'a piopcMy being 
ancoDunoDly small ,look somethiog lîke (iilc«n 
■ton» npon jg^iHiey. The HU Balum eallte, 
for su esrl, ar deplorably nairon. 

Y«t il bu giieu iccoiity fbr ■ Uigt Jcbt. 

un IlHOIf. 

Luge indeed 1 1 ran't thint bon yoD hav< 
conirivedit 'Tis the irchbishop of Bîobdîgiug 
aqueeied into Toro Thnmb's panuloona. 

Mine is thc oldcat esute in Engluid , ht 



If ne nuy jodge of âge by deci 
t must be very aacient , inileetl ! 



\ 



^eCÊàlender castle, mtbe coanty;! 
land , and Simon Rochdale, baronet 
hock-bouse, in tbe connty of Goi 
By tbe bye , my lord , considerin^ 
expence attends tbat castle , which . 
own disposai, and tbat , if tbe auctioi 
soon knock it down , tbe weadier wi 
der wbat bas prevented yonr lordahif 
îng it to tbe bammer. . 

LORD FITZ BÀLIAM ( Proodly. ) 

Tbe di^ty of my ancestors. I ba 
in my family, sir Simon. 

sia sxMoir. 

A deal of excellent blood , my lord; ] 
tbe butler down to tbe bouse-dog , eu 
ever I fonnd so little flcib** * *^ 
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Ton mxnt pay me fbrty thonsiiid pounds. 

Rigfat , liglin. Tour lordship sayB lïttle ; but 
'lis tcrrîblj plamp to the point, indeed, my 
lord. Herc li the covenant: snd, now, wiU 
yonr lordahip look over the marriage atticlesp 

My attomey will be hwe to-morrow, «ir 
Sùnon. I prefer readlng by depaty. ( Boih riu. ) 

Many peuple of rank read in the une way , 
my lonL And yonr lordship will receÎTe the 
fbrty thoiuand ponada, I am ta piy yon, by 
deptity also , I enppote. 

I addom nrear, «r Simon; bat, dimn me 
iriwiU. 

I belicTe yon are light. Tet there are bnt .. 
two reuoiu for not tnuting an etiomey with 
yonr maoey; one is, mhen you don't kuon 
him well ; and tbe oihflT ia , when you do. 
And DOIT, since the marriage in concladed, as 
I maj say, in tbe familles, may I uke the U- 
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berty to «A, my lord, whal toit afatiiftmj 
*on Fnnk may «peci iu lady Caroline P Frank 
û rather of a grave, domutic toni; lady Ca- 
roline , it leems , haa past the three lasl wlulen 
in London. Did her kdyship enter into aU 
the ipirit of iLe firsi «ircles? 

She was a« gay as a lirk, lir SiinoD. 



A great deal more lilie liis owl, sir-Simon. 

I thooght >D. Frank'a mornings iu London, 
will begin nhere her Udyship'i DîghU linish. 
Bal hi» c»»e won'l be »erj sîngnlar. Many coo- 
ples nuke the marriags bed a kiud of rold ma- 
trimonial well ; and the iiro fîmùly hncketa dip 
into it allematdy. 



Enter Ladj CAROLINE 
Do I inteniipl buiioeu ? 
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SIR SIMON. 

Not in the least. Pray , lady Caroline , corne 
in. His lordship and I haye just conclnded. 

LORD FITZ BA1.ÂAM. 

And I raust go and walk my three miles, 
this momîng. 

SIR SIMON. 

*Must you , my lord ? 

I.ORD FITZ BALAAM. 

My physician prescribed it , when I t6ld 
him I was apt to be dull, after dinner. 

SIR SIMON. 

I would attend your lordship; — but since 
lady Caroline favonrs me with — 

I.A.DY CAROLINE. 

No , no , — don't mind me. I assure you , I 
had rather you would go. 

SIR SIMON. 

( Aside. ) Had you? — hum! — but the pettL- 
coats bave their new school of good breeding 
too , they tell me. Well , we are gone^ — ' 
bave been glancing over the writings , 1 
Caroline , that form the basis of my son*s 

piness: tbough his lordslûp Uutvmxç,'»'*' 

o read. 
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Bat I am. I came here to stndjr very deeply , 
before dîimer. 

SIR SIMON. ( Shewing tbe wriUogrs. ) 
What, woold your ladyship, then, wish 
to — 

LADY CÀROLIlfB. 

To cead that? My dear sir Simon! ail that 
hdi>rew^ apon parchment, as thick as a boardi 
I came to see if you had any of the last novels 
in your book-room. 

SIR SIMON. 

The last noveb ! — ( Aside. ) most of die fe- 
male new school are ghost-bitten, they tell me. — 
There's Fielding*s works ; and yoa^U fînd Tom 
Jones , you know. 

LADT CAROLINE. 

Psha! that's such a hack! 

SIR SIMON. 

A hack, lady Caroline, that the knowing 
bnes hâve warranted sound. 

LADY CAROLINE. 

But what do you think of those that hâve 
ad such a run lately ? 



€* 
^ 



4 



loo . JOHN BULL. 

SIJl SIMOS. 

Why, I think most of them hâve 
much , and want firîng. 

( Exeunt Sir SiMOB and Lord FitzBalaaic^ ,^ 
LÂDT CAROLINE. 

I shall die o£ ennui, in this mopîng mai 
honse ! Shall I read to-day ? — No , l'U wi 
JNo, m — Tes, m read, first, and walk, 
lerwards. 

( Rings the bdl and takes a book. ) 

— Pope. Corne, as there are no noveb,this ma^ 
be tolerable. This is the most triste hoose ] 
ever saw ! 

( Sits down and reads. ) 

In thèse deep solitudes, and awfol cells, 
Where heavenly-pensive — 



Enter SERVANT. 
SERVANT. 

Did you ring , my lady ? 




"''— ^d ever «^«^1 
%ladyi> ""«^^r. 

Wd th/- '""^l'woir. / wîA , 
"lue groom ImJ .L , "'"noot. ) 

"-'«««riicoJt^^«Wi„.o\, 



i* 



Compuiy m ibe hoiue 1 — mhdc «onùsh 
■qui» , I mppose. 

(R»im>«herrc>d[ng.) 



~ Soon as thy leltCT» trembling, I nnclo» » — 
IVluE horae irill yoa baie saddled , sir ? 
Slyboou. 

"TliBt nell knowu nuK iwakens ail my 



Lady Catoline Braymo» I 



Atir III, SCENE I. loï 

Sympathy ; which haï gmcrally brongbt me 
Dear joni' Udydiip ( in Loodon *t l«st ) , for 
thïM ihree -winter». 



1 was siuumoii'd hy frieadibip. I aiu uon- 
lolted OB aL euential poïnu, in ihU bmily : 
and Frank Rocbdtlc is going la be marricd. 

Tben, you know (a whomP 

No ; not tbinking ib«t an eiMDiial puinl , I 
lorgot lo aïk. Hr knecli at tht pcdeslal of a 
ricb ahriue, and I dida't înquire about ibe 
Blatne. But, dear lady Caroliuc, what bas 
broaght you into Comnall P 



Ycs i ['ve walk'd ofFmy pedeiUl , to be h 
ibinp'd at thc laod's eaà. 



You lo ht married to Frank Rochdale I CA! 
ladj Caroline! what, th«i,-is to beoome ot 



Ob, MrSboiiBetoii! aot thinlung Ihat an ea- 
■ential point , I forgot to >ak. 

Pab» \ DOIT jou'i« Unghiug at me I bal , npon 
my uni, I sball inm Iraitar: tske adïaniage 
or Ibc conliileuce reposed in iDe,by my friend. 



Very dirty , iodeed , my iady. 



l'haï in&mal foolmaa bas been liatening ! 
['Il kick him roaad hia master'a park. 



MCI m , SCENE I. 



"Tis Incky, then, joD'are booted; for, yoo 

hear, hc uys U a very dlrty there. 

Was that tbe meatuug of — Pooh! bat yoD 
ue the — the sniprÏM — the — the agiiatioii 






Lady Caroline , this ù 



— Id short , ibc 
norld, yon knon, my dcar Udy Caroline, ha* 
jiVen me lo yon. 

Wby , wba( ■ diabby world il ti '. 



To make me a preseat of somell 



I flalter'd myseir I might i 
invalnable to yont ladythip. 






îOO» 



Itf»*^ 






Oq^ 



^e- 






V>^' 






Aot^ 









lO 



^\x»t 



Ao 



i:\xe 






\\a*» 
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you — you never spoke any thing to — that 
is — to jastify such a — 

SHUFFLETOH. 

( Aside. ) That's as much as to say , speak 
now. To be plain, lady Caroline, my frîeixd 
does not kno'W your Talae. He bas an excellent 
beart — bat that beart is — ( Coughs. ) — damn 
tbe Word! (Aside.) It's so ont of fasbion , it 
cbokes me ! — is irrevocably given to another. 
( Kneeling and kissing her hand. ) But mine , — by 
thîs sweet band , I swear ! 

Enter JOHN 

SHUFFLKTON. ( Rising hastily. ) 
WeU, sir? 

JOHN. 

Slybeots , sir , bas been down on bis knecs : 
and tbe. groom says be can't go ont. 

SHUFFLETOir. 

« Let bim saddle anotber. 

JOHN. 

Wbat borse , sir , will you — 

SHUFFLETON. 

Psba ! — any. Wbat do ■^o\i. e*ll M.v Bj^^î-V 
^ale'ê favourite , no-^v "^ 



io8 JOHN BULL. 

jOHir. 
Traitor , sir. 

• SHUPFLËTOlf. 

When'Traitor's in the avenue, I shall be 
there. 

( Exit JoHV. ) 
LADT CÀROLUTE. 

Answer me one question, candidly, and, 
perhaps , I may «ntrast yon with a secret. Is 
Mr Rochdale seiionsly attach'd ? 

SHUFFLETOK. 

Very serîonsly. 

LÀDT C'ÀROLIlfl. 

Then I won't marry him. 

SHUFFI.ETO]f. 

That's spirited. Now your secret. 

LA.DT CA.&OLI]fE. 

Why — perhaps , you may hâve heard tli 
my father , lord Fit£ Balaam , is somehow , se 
so mach in debt , that — bat , no matter. 

SHUFFLETON. 

Ob , not at ail : the case la (aâûoiiabV 
botb lords and commoners. 




ACTin, SCI 

ULDY CA.ROI 

Bot an old maiden aui 
soal ! I never saw , for fam 
qucath'd me an independe 
lordship's difficnlûes, I n 
înto this hnmdram comish 

SHUFFLEI 

l' I see. A sacrifice! -- 

tliat to disembarrass his 

, your ladyship better— 

^ ULDY CJLRC 

Marry to disscmbarrass 

' SHUFPLE 

By my honoùr , l'm di 

ULDY CJLR' 

By my hononr , I am 
andso vex'd, that I eau 
nprtalk — nor^ril w« 

8HUFFL1 

ShallI attend yon? 

LADY r.jLl 

Tîo : don't fidget at n 
the opéra. But you shal 
by and bye. 



I 



iio JOHN BULL. 

SHUFFLETON. ( Taking her hand. j 
When? — Where? 

LÀDT CA.ROLIITB. 

Don't torment me. — Thîs evening , or — 
to morrow , perhaps , în the park , or — psha ! 
we shall meet , at dinner. Do , let me go now , 
for I shall be very bad company. 

SHUFFLETOK. ( Kissing her hand. ) 

Adieu, lady Caroline! 

LADT CAROtlWE. 

Adieu ! 



n 



( Exit. ) 
SHUFFLETON. 

My friend , Frank , hère , t think , îs very 
much obliged to me ! I am' puttîng matters 
pretty well en train to disencumber hîm of a 
wife ; — and , now , l'il canter over the heath , 
and see what I can do for him with the bra- 
zier s daughter. 

( Exit. ) 



_J 



SCENE II. 

ean Parloiir, at ihe Btd Coh>. 



ki^ , b« roight 


tiave been tJ 


ère , and 


back, 


over and over aga 


Ji; bal my 


hnsband 


alow 


«nough io his mo 




Il him. 


11 rm 


lired on-t. 


HAST 






I hope iie'il be h 








Od., my lillle 


heart! Mia> 


.why» 


imp.. 


.«m ? Hav'nt yo. 


a. genleel 


a parloar 


nvaj 


lady m ihe laoJ 


ODld <Ti>b 




minP 



anJ a poil parro 


, tbe best image» ih 


ad on h»bcad. 


over Ihe mantle-piece 




n the cor- 
îsome lik^e» 
ick, and i» 



lain. 



leedl when, 
e over your 
left two gul- 

t'other looks 
t for yott , as 
r the lucre of 

money, ^^^f 
jet. 
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Ayc,. this is a fkialish time o' jear; bat I 
miiat );iTe yoD a little «miethiiig, I lappoie ; 
rllopen tbe window, and giïe joaa lîtdeair. 

DIRnia IRULORUDDtRY. ( Sinfing itilhoul.] 

Tiiey liinded the wliiikey «boBt, 

Till it smokcd ikro' thc jawi of the piper^ 

Tbe bride gai a fioe copper anoot, 

Abd ifae clei^yjnan's piroples grew tiper. 

Wliackiloodlety bob. 



r DEMNIS BRVLGHDDDERÏ. 



Sing pip , indeed I aing M 



ii4 JOHN BULL. 

MJLRY. 

Hav'n't y ou got an answer? ♦ 

MHS BRULGRUODERT. 

Hav'n't you got dmnk ? 

DENNI8. ( PuUs a bottle fron^his pocket. ) 
Be asy , and yoa'll see what l've got , in a 
minute. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERT. 

What's that? 

DENNIS. 

Good Madeira it was, when the bntler at 
the big hoose gave it me. It jolts so over the 
health , if I hadn't held it to my month , l'd 
hâve wasted half. ( Pats it on tbe table. ) There , 
miss , I bronght it for yon ; and l'U get a glass 
from the cupboard; and a pkte for this paper 
of sweet cakes , that the gentlefolks eat , after 
dinner, in the desart. 

MÀRT. 

But, tell me if — 

DElf Nis. ( Rtuming to the copboard. ) 

Eat and drink, my jewel; and my d? 
shall serve for the seasoning. — ( FiT 
Drink , now , içy pretty one î for ▼ 



ACT m, 3CEWE U. 
nothîog , l'U be boond. Ocfa , by the poi 
koow tbe wiys of onld molher Bnilgni 

Old molhér Btnlgiuddcry t 

Don'l mind hcr; — Ule jour prog;— 



Let him atop at tbe Red Cow , u pli 
a porkcr, and yoa'd WDd him tvnj 
neek, likc » ircuel. ( Offering ibe plau lo 
Bite a nuciaroonj , my dailiug 1 

I duukjoQ. 

Fûth , no merit of mine ; 'twM the 
that «tôle ît ; uke rame. ( LïU ibe plu* hll. ; 
by St Patrick! 

MKt IRDUÏRDDDIKT. ( SereiOlDlg. ) 

Onr be>t Chiiu plate broke ail to si 



ii6 JOHN BULL. 

MA&Y. 

Pray, now , let me hear yonr news. 

DENlflS. 

That I will. Mrs Brolgraddery , I take tl 
small lîberty of beggîng yoa to get ont, n 
lambkin. 

MRS BRULGRCDDERT. 

I shan't badge an incb. She needn't 
ashamed of any thîng that's to be told , if sb 
what she shoa'd be. 

MARY. 

I know what I shoald be , if I were in yo 
place. 

MRS BRULGRUODeAy. 

Marry , corne np ! And what shoa'd you b 
then ? 

MARY. 

More compassionate to one of my own se 
or to any one , in misfortone. Had you ce 
to me , almost broken-hearted , and not loc' 
like one quite abandon'd to wickednA 
shoald bave thoaght on your misery , an 
got that it migfat bave been bronght c 
yonr faults. 



/ 



l. 
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DBirins. 
At her , my little cratnre ! By my sonl , 
she'U bother the oald one ! — Faith , the Ma- 
deira bas dooe her a deal of service ! 

MRS BRULG&UDDE&Y. 

Wbat's to be said , is said before rne ; and 
tbat's flat. 

MARY. ( To Dbnuis. ) 

Do tell it, then; but, for others' sakes,' 
don't mention names. I wisb to bide notbing , 
now , on my own acconnt ; tbougb the money 
ihat was put down for me , before you would 
afford me sbelter , I thonght might bave given 
me a little more title to bear a private message. 

MRS BRULGRUDDERT. 

I Ve a character , for virtne , to lose , yonng 
woman. 

DENKIS. 

' When tbat's gone , yon'll get another — 
tbat*s of a damn*d impertinent landlady. Snre , 
sbe bas a rigbt to her parlour; and bav'n't I 
broagfat her cash ta swallow np the Red Cow^s 
rent for thèse two years ? 

MRS BRULGRUDDERY. 

Have you! — Well, thongh the ^oung lady 



OcL, botherition to the resjiccE tliat's boogn, 
by knocking oue slulling agaîiiat auotlier, at 
mi ianl Letthe heut keep open boiue, I uy; 
snd if cluritj iui't Mitcd inaide of it, like t 
iFantilal Iwrmaid, il'a ail ■ hnmlitig lo iitîck 
up thé ùgn of the AiiadaD. 

Tin mre miia ifa*U hâve taj thing abc lîlut , 
poor , dear thiog l There s ODC cbickcD — 

A chîckcD t — Fie on yonr double baibi- 
ihyl Wonld joa miudei the tongb dimghill 
cock, lo cboïk « tMloiner? — A certain per- 
san , that shill be nâmelau , wUl corne to jm 
!□ ibc Gonne of ihit àaj , eithei by binuelf, 
or by bind-writing. 

And Dot one word — oot one , by lette^ 



What bave yoa dooe «rith ihe n 



TVhy , bave yon giveo her ail ? 

ni tell joa whai , Mra Bnilgniddery 
my notioii , in samming ap yont latt acco 
ihat, when jon begin to dol, Onld Nlck will 
carry one i and thal'i yonrseir, my Umbkiu. 

HoUo ! Red Cow ! . 

Yoa are call'd , Mr> Brolgniddcry. 



1 



1, you Iriah bcarl — Go, ami (Loaking 
.aid) ifae wiudD» }, — Jimminy! a liav^llcr 
horseback < nom oui)! and the baadiai 
geollenuia I ever uir in my lire. 



No, fciili, iiisn'ttheyoïing squW 
HAHÏ. ((lnu.-»fi.Uï.) 



Tlicrc — he's got afrihe onlwde of liis li 
îl'ft ibat shabby (parL 1 saw , croaaing Ihe t 
yard, al ihe big honte. Hère he is. 

Enier TOM SHtFFlETON. 



Wetcoineio Mncksliuhheatb, i 
Pray lir, hâve you auy bugincti 



Miniwn ! bnl he'i my dutomer. If he don't 
bebiv« hïnuetf to tbe young crator , TU bûonce 
in, and thamp him bloe. 

I E,iU ] 
.EDFr«Tt.l<. (L^kingmlM..,.) 

Sby , bat atjliah — much elcguice , taà aa 
bnu , lh« miMt extraordinary article tb» eirr 
belong'd to » braiier. — ( A^dmeii; brr. ) — 
Don't be aUnn'd , my dear. Perbapa yon diitu'l 
«pecl a attanget ? 

No,»ir. 



nul you npectnl 
didu't yon? 




BULL. 

1 that, my dear little girl, 
r I am aathorîzed. 
g the superscription. ) 

s she is opening tbe letter. ) 
faith , and very like my 

how it will end ; — she'll bc 
Imffleton. 
T. ( Readiog. ) 

flicts of my mlnd bave sob- 
tonity will permît , I will 
jT. My friend is instmcted 
^very arrangement for yonr 
tfelt grief I add , family cir- 
»ru me from yon for ever. » 

falliog. SHorri,sTov supports her.) 
UFFLETOir. 

lis looks like eamest ! They 

ly in London. 

. ( Recovering. ) 

' — l expected this ; bat 



pld 
My 

tfak 
moi 
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pld train : after the shower , it will clear. — 
My dear gîrl, don't flnrry yoorself: thèse are 
things of course , you know. To be sure , you 
mast feel a little resentment at first, bat — 

MARY. 

Resentment ! When I am never , never to see 
him again ! Moming and night , my voice will 
be raised to heayen , in angnish , for hîs pros- 
perity ! And tell him — pray , sir , teU him , I 
think the many , many bitter tears I shall shed , 
will atone for my fanlts ; theu , you know , as 
it isnï himself, bat bis station, that sande|« 
os , if news shoa'd reach him that I bave died , 
it can^t bring any trouble^o bis conscience. 

SHUFPLETON. 

Mr Rochdale, my love, yoa'll find, will 
be very handsome. 

MAJIY. 

I always foond him so , sir. 

SBUFFLETON. 

He bas sent you a handred ponnd bank note 
( Giving it to her ) , till matters can be arranged , 
jost to set you a going. 

MÀRT. 

I tvas going , sir — ont of thîs conntry , for 



124 JOHN BULL. 

ever. Sure he couldn't think ît necessary to 
send me this , for fear I shonld trouble him ! 

SHtlFFLETOW. 

Pshaw ! my love , yon mistake : the inten» 
tion is to give you a settlement. 

MART. 

I întended to get one myself , sir. 

SHUFFLPTOn. 

Did yoo ? 

MARY. 

Tes , sir-; in I<ondoii. I shall take a place in 
(he coach to-morrow moming ; and I hope the 
people of the inn , where it pats ap at the end 
of the jonrney , will hâve the charity to re- 
commend me to an honest service. 

SHUFFLETOir. 

Service ? Nonsense ! Yon — you must think 
differently. Tll put you into a situation in 
town. 

MARY. 

Will you be so humane , sir ? 

SHUFFLBTON. 

Should yon like Marybone parish , my 1 

MARY. 

AU parishes are the same to me, now I 
guît my own , sîr. 




ACT 
f 

ru Write a Ib 
quarter, and — 
andUlksasheis wril 
myself , în a^out 
you , to see how 

Oh , sir ! you 



in 
he 
nd 
re- 



ink 
in 



/ 



Imeantobey 
ihe leiter. ) There. 
and old acquain 
tured,discreet, 

You are vei 
ashamed to loo 
face , if she heai 

T^o you ne* 
charity for the 
me. 

* A slreet near 
dence of a certain 
ihan described. 



i 



I don't know h<™ lo think yon , sir. Dw 
nnfortnnate miist look np to soch > ladjr , tara , 
u a mothcr. 



Shc bas acqnired tbat appellatiOD. — 
be Ter; coioforuble ; — and , wheo I si 



Bnler PERECHINE- 

Who luve n* hece ? — Oh ! — ha I — 1 
Thù must b« the geatlemaa ihe mentioi 
Frank in her letter. ( Aiid*. ) Bather au ai 



( Âiidi. ] Sa ! — I iDspcctôd this might be I 
eue. Toa are Mr Sochdale , I prettunc , tir. 



Ht Rochd«le. 

I beg yoar pardon, sîr: for mialikiD 




c 

■9 
11 

in 



L to 
lent 



/ 



/ 



ACT m, 

SBUFVl 

Mr Rochdale , sir , i 
you mean to recommei 
ter ( Pointing to Mary ) . i 
gest to you , that it mu 
liim , before me. 

FEKS 

I have not acquired 
ingjsir, whichisnt ; 
and when I caU the 
cence a bad character 

trae to be abusive. 

SHUl 

'Tis a pity, then 
a little bctter , what i 

I am always wîllii 
anv 

I hope , sir , you 
your instructor. 

PE 

Tou are unequal 1 
rel with me in the • 
uufit to teach me tl 



»f the town. 

PEREGRinS. 

I make no distinctioiiÂ in the ends of the 
owns, sir: the ends of integrity are always 
iniform ; and 'tis only , where those ends are 
nost promoted , that the inhabitants of a town , 
et them live east or west, most preponderate 
n rational estimation. 

SHUFFLETON. 

Pray, sir, are yon a methodîst preacher, 
n want ofa congrégation? 

PEREGRINE. 

Perhaps I*m a qnack doctor in want of a 
Jack Pudding. — Will you engage with me î 

SHUPFLETO» . 

Damn me if this is to be borne. Sir, th< 



her mother. 

- PEREGRIKE. ( Looking at the superscription. ) 

int of a . V r f 

. 1 , Infamons! sit do wn , and compose yonrsel 

my love : tbe gentleman and I sball soon cou 
^. . to an understanding. 

f ( Ma&y sits in the back of thc scène , the men adTano 

rou may I One word , sir : I bave llved long in Indi 

f , bat tbe Aies , wbo gad thitber , bnz in o 

ears , *till we leam wbat tbey bave blown np 

%ai so f in Ëngland. I bave beard of tbe wretcb , 



,3o JOHS BLLL. 

nhuie hODie fou meant lo place that uafor- « 



Well? Aud yon meant 
get lod^Dgs , 1 mppoae ? 



I mean to place her wbere - 
No, my dear Mlow, you di 



I onderatand yon. Id su boar, then , t shall 
lie at ihe numoT-hoiue nbence I «appose , you 
come. Hère ne are both aoanu'd ; and thece 
ia oae waiting «I the door, wlio, perïupt, 
miglil intermpt os. 

Who i» h« ? 

Her father : her agonizcd fetber ; — to irhoia 
intreatica I bave yieldeii , and brongbt biin 
hera, prematHrely. He £s a nadesman; — be- 
neuh yonr noliee; — a ïuJgar braiïer; — but 
be bas some aort of feeliog for hia cbild; nhom, 
nDw yonr friend ha» lored ber to ihï precî- 



ACrUt, 8CENI U. i3i 

pîee of àetpÙT , 70a wonld hniTj domi the 
gnlph of inBun;. Foc yonr oirn conrcDlcDM , 
lit, I wonld adviie ;on ta BVoidhia. 



TooT ulnce , now , begiiu lo be a little ua- 
ûble 1 atid , !f jon tnm ont a geotlemaa , tho' 
I nupcct yoo to be one of th« hraiier'i Com- 
pany , t «hall ulk to you at air Simon'g. 



Lct him go , cfaild ; and be thanUal thaï 
yon hare cKaped irom a vUlaiit. 

The biKit ; for nothiog can be baier tbiD 
DUnly streogth , in the ipcdoiu form of pro- 
tection , ÏDJmïng au unhappy woniaTu When 
we shonld ho props to the lily in the stonn , 
'tJA danmable lo epiîng ap lïL« Tigorooa iveedvj 
■nd twine abont tha drooping flower, till we 




i3a JOHN BULL. 

MARY* 

Then, where are finends to be fonnd, s/r£* 
He seem'd honest ; so do yon ; bnt , perhaps ^ 
yoa may be as bad. 

PEREGRINE. 

Do not trust me. I hâve broagbt yoa a 
friend, child, in wbom, nature tells os, we 
ever should confide. 

MARY. 

What , bere , sîr .•* 

PEREGRINE. 

, Yes ; — when he burts you , be must woand 
bimself ; and so saspicîous is tbe baman beart 
become , from tbe treacbery of society , tbat it 
wants tbat secnrity. I will send bûn to yon. 

( Exit. ) 
MARY. 

Wbo can be mean ! I know nobody bnt Mr 
Rocbdale tbat, I tbînk, would corne to me. 
For my poor dear fatber , wben be knows ail 
my crime , will abandon me , as I deserve. 



ACT UI, SCENE IL 

rr WB THOnHBERkT , M U» <laa Piiu 



My deur M317! — sp«ak to me ! 

Doo't look kïndly on me , ray deiT filher I 
Leave me ; I left yOD : bat I waa almOBt mad. 

ru Deter leave you , till I drop down dead 
,Lj yonr aide. How could yoa mn awiy from 
me, MaryP ( Slic ahrinkA. ) CoDiGi corne, kîn 
me , and ne'll talk of tbat anoth^r lime. 

Yoa luT'n't heard half the itory , or J'm 
«nreyoa'dneTerforgiïe me. 

Nerer mind tbe ilory now , Mary ; — 'lis a 
Irae slory that joa're my child , ami tlut'a 
eaough for tlie preseut. I hear yoa bâte met 
wilb ■ raical. I hav'n't been told nbo, yet. 



I Gon'dn't slay and ht deceîtfiil ; and it bu 
attea CDt me to the hcirt to tee 700 shew me 
(lut aficctûm , wbich I luuw I didn't àtierve. 

Ah 1 yon jade ! I ooght to be angrj ; bot I 
can't. Look herc — don'l jon lemembcr this 

waîstcoat? jon work'd it for me, joQ know. 

I knoiT I dld. 

I had H lurd atroggle to put ït ou thû mom- 
iog; bot, I sqDeeEsd myself into it , a few 
honra aRer joa lan airay. If I conld do tliat , 
yoa might bave told me the wont , iritfaoïit 
mneli fear of anger. How bave they behaved to 
yon, Hary. 

nie landlord ia very bomane , bot the hmd- .. 
Udy — 
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der in a copper. We must stay hère, to-night; 
for there's Peregrine , that king of good fel- 
lows, we miist stay hère *till he cornes back, 
firom a little way ofF, he says. 

MART. 

He that bronght yoa hère ? 

JOB. 

Ay , he. I don t know what he intends — 
but I trust aU to him : — and when he retnms , 
we'U bave snch a merry-making ! Hollo ! honse ! 
Oh , damn it , l'il be good to the landlord; but 
l'U |>Iay hell with bis wife! Corne -with me, 
and let ns call about us a bit. Hollo ! — honse ! 
corne , Mary ! odsbobs , l'm so happy to hâve 
yon again ! Honse ! — corne , Mary ? 

(Exeuot.) 




JOHN BtILL, 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The Otttside ofihe Red Cow. 
UEMNIS B 



l've itrctoh'd oiy neck half » yard longer , 
ïoking ont after ihai rupM»lIion , Dan, Och! 
nd 13 il youiself I »ee , at laal ? There hc 
ODies, in a soirs Irol, with a baikel Sielûad 
uiHt likca stage-coach. 

QflD, JOD divîHaren'tyouabeastofa waller? 
What for ? 

To sUj ont so, tlie firsl day of i^oaiptiiiy. 
Ome, ihat Le a good uni I ha' nailed 
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DSKiriS. 

Well , and that's tnie. Pacify me with a good 
reason , and yoa'll find me a dotifnl master. 
Arrah, Dan, what's that bomp grown ont at 
yonr back , on the road ? 

DAN. 

Plenty o' méat and drink. ( Pute the basket on 
the gToand. ) I ha'n^t had snch a hump , o* late , 
at my stomach. 

OENiriS. 

And who hamess'd yon, Dan, with ail that 
kitchen-stuff ? 

DAN. 

He as ware rack'd , and took I wî nn to 

Penzance , for a companion. He order'd I , as 

l said things were a little famish'd-like , hère, 

G buy this for the yoang woman , and the 

Id man he ha' brought back yfï nn. 

DENNIS. 

■ , you stone-eater ! 

DAN. 

Wrder! I told nn you had three live pigs 
Vare dying. 



DENNIS. 

Then you hâve been gabbling yonr ill-look- 
f stories abont my larder , you 



E«; thit be old Job Thombeity , the bn- 
lier ; uid , M rare ai joa stand there , wbea I 
me got to his ahop , thej were a going to nuke 

A biuker ! I nerer saw one made- Hovr do l 



Vlhj , tbe bnm-balleyi do come inlo hU 
hODK , Rnd cUw away ail hù gooda and Itik' 



By the ponen , bal ihit'a ose ira; of Betting 
a man goïug in btuïaeaal 



WheD we got into the ihop, tl 
were , ai gnun as thnnder. Tou ha' le 
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DENZriS. 

l'm not cnrions that way. I might hâve seen 
one , once or twice; bnt I was walking mighty 
fiist, and had no time to look behind me. 

TtÀ.V, 

My companion — oor cnstomer — he went 
np stairs , and I bided below : and then thej 
began a knocking abont the goods and chapels. 
That ware no business o* mine. 

DKxriris. 

Sore it was not. 

Di.n. 

Na, for sartin; so I ax^d *em what they 
ware a doing : and they told I , wf a broad 
grin, taking an invention of the misfortnnate 
nian*8 defects. 

dehnis. 

Ghoak their grinning l The law of the land*8 
a good doctor ; bnt , bad Inck to those that 
gorge npon snch a fine physician^s poor pa- 
tients! Sure, we know , ^f^lf .and then, it's 
mighty wholesome to bleed ; but nobody falls 
in love with the leech. * 

They comed àoNvn »tBM— wa w»nw«««^*=^ 



:4o JOHN BULL. 

he brazier ; and the head baîley he began 
)allocking at the old inan , in my mind , ji 
is oue Christian shou dn't do to another. I h 
lothing to do wl' that. 

DENNIS. 

Damn the bit. 

DAir. 

No , nothing at ail ; and so my blood began 
o rise. He made the poor old man almost fit 
o cry. 

DENNIS. 

That wasn*t your concern, yon know. 

DAN. 

Bless you , mon ! 'twoold ha' look'd buay- 
ike , in me , to say a word ; so I took np a 
varming-pan , and I bang'd bom-bailey , wi' 
he broad end on't , till he fell o' the floor , aa^ 
lat as twopence. 

DEirivis. 

Oh hnbaboo ! lodge in my heart, and TU 
lever ax yon. U^ rent — yon're a friend in 
leed. Remember iVe a warming pan — yen 
now where it hangs , and that's enoogh. 

Tbey liad Uke lo W YjarDDiÔL\,V«iA-5 A^ 
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know. I ware nigh being haol'cl to prison; 
'cause , as well as I could make oot their cant, 
it do seem I had rescaed myself , and broke a 
statue. 

DENNIS. 

Och, the Philistines ! 

DJLN. 

But our traveller — I do think he be the 
de vil — be settled ail in a jifïy ; for he paid 
the old man's debts , and the bailey's broken 
head ware chuck'd into tbe bargain. 

dxhnis. 

And what did he pay ? 

DÀV. 

Gness, now. 

DXIINIS. 

A hundred ponnds? 

Di-ir. 
Six thousand, by gnm! 

DESITIS. 

What! on the nail? 

DAS. 

Na , on the connter. 

DESNIS. 

Whew ! — six thousand pou - - - ! CMi , b^ 



*y*»*^» 



Hiuh ! hère he be. 

Enter PBREGRIME. (From theboos*). 

PEREGRIITE. (ToDan). 
So, fiiend, yoa hâve bronght proyidoii. 
perceive. 

DJLir. 
Ees, sir : three boil'd fowls , three roast, t 
chicken pies , and a capon. 

PSaSGRINE. 

Ton bave consider^d abnndance , more tb 
rariety. And tbe wine ? 

Di.ir. 

A dozen o* capital red port , sir : I ax*d i 
tbe newest they bad i* tbe celUr. 
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DÀN. 

Wliat , now ? ^ 

PBRBGRIirE. 

Y es ; to sir Simon Rochdale's. Ton a 
tîred , my honest fellow ? 

Na , not a walking nV you : but , daii| 
when you die , if ail the shoemakers ahon 
go into mouming. 

( Dan takes the hamper into the honse ). 

DExrzris* (Rnminating). 
Six thoiuand ponnds! By St Patrick, it' 
flum! 

PBRXGRIXrB. 

How many miles from hère to the Mao 
house? 

DEimis. 
Six thonsand I 

PBRBaRINB. 

Six thonsand ! — yards , yon mean , I si 
pose, friend. 

DBirnis. 
Sir! — eh? Yes, sir, I — I mean yards 
U npon a connter! 




six ihoouiid yarda upon a connler ! Mine 
ho9E , hère , aeean » lillle bevtîlder'd ; bal he 
iaa been aimous , I fiad , for poor Mary , and 
'lit Tutioiul in /lim lo blend eccenlricily wilh 
kindnegs. Joliii Bull exhifails a plaiu , oDdecu- 
raled dish of solid benevoUnce ; bol Pal b*i a 
f^j garnie of wiiim aroond lùa good-nalnre ; 
and if, now and tben, 'Us spriukled io a Utile 
confasion , they rnnsl hâve vitiaied siomacbs , 
nho are nol pleased with tlie embellishmenl. 



I) ilie way vit are to gu , now , eo mach 
norse, Ibat yon bave cased youtHlf in tbose 
boots ? 



Bt (orwsrd , liien. 
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Na , sir , azing yoor. pudon ; I bt but tlw 
piîile , and 'tîin't for I to ga fine 

Ha ! ha l Then , we nmn march abrtut, 

boy , lîke liuty soldîers , and I ohill he àde by 

aide with houoit;: 'tii the bcst nay offraveU- 

îzig thro* life'ft jonmey , and nby not ovtt a 

' heatb? Corne my lad. 



Cbeck by jonl , by gum 1 



-■) 



That walkÏDg pbiiospber — perhapi bc'U 
pye me a bag of money. Then, to he idr , I 

lîfè ; fot m Kttle a sspaiate maintenance npon 

oald mother Ërolgraddery. 

( Joi Tiauiiui peep> «ut it (iHdDor nftlM publlek' 



Landlordl 
Corning, yonr 



,46 JOHN BULL. 

JOB, (Cmaifkg fonvud. ] 
Hnih I dua' t bawl ; ^- Miry h>9 fallen silcep. 
Ton bave bchiTcd lîke an cmperor lo Ii«, ihe 
5KT4- Give me your hand , Uadlord- 



yoar bUmc; < Rtrnsing bis lund ). 

Well, Ulitalone. l'm an old fool , perhspa; 
bot aa JOU comfoned my puor gïrl , in lier 
irunble, I tbonghl a s<|nei;ie from ber fathtr'» 
band — a> much as to say, » ibank yoo, for 
œy cbilr]» — mifibtoot bave come amiia loyon. 



And is il youraelf wbo ai 






fatber 



Hcr motlter uld 90, and I alwaya believed 
her. Toa bave beard some'at of wbal ha> bop- 
pvn'd, I snpposc. Il'a ail avet mit town, I rake 
il, bj this lime. Scandai a an ugly , uiinipel- 
iug ilïvil. Ult'em talk.: a man loscs little by 
partiug Viiih a hcrd of neigbboars, wbo aie 
bosïesl in pabiiahiDg bia family miafortuiiei ; 
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for they are jnsl ihe «ort of ealde who wonlil 
nerer itir over ttte thmboM to prcvcm 'em. 

Trotb , and that's trne : and some wUl Only 
une joa, becase jon're c 



ril corne ta the Red Caw. haîl, nin, or 
shiae , 10 help the hODse , as long a> y oa are 
laodlard. Tboagb I miut tay ibal jour wife — 



. (P. 



b.) 



eency ! Remember jour umi boQOUr, and 
my feelingi. I mastn't hear au; tbing bad , you 
know , of Mrs_ Bruigraddery ; and yon'll «a y 
nothing good of her, wilhout lellmg damu'd 

Well , l've doae : bat we miutn't be ipeak' 
iog ill of ail ibe wortd , neiiher ; there aifi al- 
ways 90me sound hearu to be foimd , among 
ibe hollow anei. Now be ihal is jnit gone 
ovecthebealh — 

What , tlie walking philosopher ? 




I JOHN BULL. 

'. don't knaw in; thing of hia phOosoph; ; 
, if I livc thue thoosand jean , I ghall nevir 
get tua goodneu. Then , Ihcn'i onothar : I 
I tbinLhig , jnit non , if I bad tiled hlm , I 
{ht luTe foimd a fiîend in mj need, tbù 



la gond yoTiDg mBn; and as nm- 
I and aflàble , as if he had been brcd op a 
iDtice , inutead of a genlleman. 



Oh , eT«ry body kiiows him , in thia 
irhood : bc livea hird by — Hr ï 
chdals , the yonng 'aqnire , at tha B 

Ur Fiancia Roi^hdaie 1 

ï» : he'i as condencending ! and took 
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ther day , he*d recommend me in trade , to 
the great feunilies twenty miles roand : and • 
d he'd do , I don t know what ail , for my 
iry. 

Dxiriris. 
Se did ! — Well , fûtli , yon mayn*t know 
at ; bnt , by my sonl , he has kept his word! 

JOB. 

Kept his word ! — What do yon mean ? 

DKinris. 
Hark ye — If scandai is blowing about 
or little fire-side accident , *twas Mr Francis 
chdale recommended him to yonr shop , to 
' bis brass tmmpet.^ 

JOB. 

i! What ? no ! — yes — I see it at once! 
mng Rochdale's a rascal ! -*- ( Bawlini^. ) — 
! 

Dsnnis. 
h — yon*ll wake her , yon know. 

JOB. 

mdit. ril — a glossy, oily, smooth rascal! 

ling me in his J&vonr , like an nnwhole- 

^ruary snn shining npon my poor 

and drawing forth my child-— my 



iSo JOHN BULL, 

tenilcr blouorn — tosnffér bligbt, "^ifr^^s/j 
• — Maiy ! — ru go directiy to tbe z^n»- 
honse — his iktfaer's in tbe tmami^B/ar 
mayu't f!nd jrutice, bni I iball fînd a ja 

Fie , DOW '. and can't yoa liilen to rosoi 

-^ 

i^euon! — tell me a ceasOD whj a t^.^,^^ ' 

shonldn't be almosl mad , nben hia patron \f^ 
rnia'd his chiid. Damn his prolection — tel 
me a reaaon wby a mao of hïrth'ï aecineîng 10^ — 
daugbier doesn'l almoit dooble the rascality ji 
Tes , dooble it : for my Sue gentlcnaa , at the 
TCfy time be ia Itying his plans to make her in- 1 ~ 
iàmoDA j noold think hîmaelf diâgraced în mak- f 
ing bec tbe h»nest rcpantioiia slie might find 
from one of iier eqaals. 

Arrah, be ajy , now , Mr Thornberry. 

And , tbia apack. , fotsooth , is naw cuTining ' ' 

aie coDitty t — hnr , if I don't gin hîm hli . 

orra »t die hiutinga'. — llon ôai» ». m»» let 1 
^àaselfup for a gaatdua ot Vu uà^&icrafk ^ 




ACr rv, SCENE 

rights, who bas robb'd bis ne 
dearest comforts ? How dare a 
into freebolders* bouses and bave t 
i to say , send me np to London à 
sentative? (Calling. ) Mary! 

DENITIS. 

Tbat's ail very trae. But if th 
^ under petticoat govemment , be k 
good cbance of bis élection. 

Enter MARY. 
ï MARY. 

Did y ou call , my dear fatber ? 

JOB. ( Passionately. ) 
Yes, I did call. 

DENNIS. 

Do»'t you frigbten tbat poor youi 

Mi.aT. 

Ob, dear! wbat bas bappen'd? 

angry; very angry. I hope it isn't v 

if it is , I bave no reason to complai 

JOB. ( Soften'd , and folding her in h 

My poor , dear cbild ! I forgîve ; 

'times more , now , tban I did before 



tSs JOHN BULL. 

Do yoa , m; dcai bthcr l 

Y« ; fijT thtre's twenty timM taore excusa 
loi' yoa , -nhcn ruik auil cdDCsdau hâve help'd 
a •conndrcl to daiile yon. (TaïiDB her hud. ] 

Corne! wbere? 

JO>. ( ImjMIieatly. ) 
To the manor-hoiue TVith me , cUrectly, 

To llie Dunor-hoiuel Oh, my dear falher, 
Ihink of ivhat yon are doîng ! thlnk of me ! 

Of yon 1 — I think of nothÎDg else. TU set, 
you righud. Don't be torifîed , chjld — dumi 
it, you know I doal^on yon: hnl we''«M ail 
tenait in ihe eye of the Ijiw ; and rot me , if I 
won't make ■ baronet'i son sliake in hû ahoei , 
for betnyingabrader's dinghlet. 



There'U ba a big bolheiation at du m 




ACT iV, SCENE I 
liniuc! M; ciutoincrs ari! «11 goi 
to rnteHain : — Qobudy^s l«fl but 
nlio doD't enteitaiu ma: — ut S 
givea good Hadeira: — •<>, Tm 
test ; and the Red Cow aod mot] 
derj niBj uke care of one anotb 

SCENE II. 

Buta FRANK BOCHDU 



lOon to throw benelf ints t 
— and wbat cauld eiT«ct , i 
Kvttigce bad Civoiu'd hii 



\a SIMON ROCRDil 



Wbf , Frank , I thongbt 70a 
irilhUd; Caroline. 



SIR SIMOH. 

Ha ! I wish you would learn some of the 
gallantrles of the présent day from your frîend , 
Tom Shuffleton : — but , from being oareless of 
coming up to the fashion , damn it , you go be- 
yond it ; for you neglect a woman three days 
before marriage , as mach as half the Tom 
Shoffletons three months after it. 

FRAKIL. 

As by entering into this marriage , sir , I shall 
perform the datîes of a son , I hope you will 
do me the justice to suppose I shall not be 
basely négligent as a husband. 

SIR SIMON. 

Trank , you'rc a fool ; and — 
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SIR SIMON. 

I have very argent basiness , jast now , 
ly steward. Who is thc person ? How did 
le? 

SERVAITT. 

^n foot , sir Simon. 

SIR SIHOir. 

>h , let hîm wait. 

( Exlt SBIkVAHT. ) 

Lt ail events, I can't see this person for 
;se two hours. I wish yon woa*d see him 
»r me. 

FRAHR. 

Certainly , sir. ( Aside and going. ) Any thing 
refuge to me , now , firom the snbject of ma- 
Bony. 

SIR SIMON. 

Uit a Word before you go. Damn it , my 

'.lad, why can't you perceive I am labour- 

liis marriage for your good ? We shall en- 

8 the Rochdales : — for , tho' my father — 

grandfather — did some service in elec- 

( that made him a baronet ) , amass'd 

rty , and bought lands , and so on , 



\ 




pebaA — tija^^ 
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Don't ulk to me. 



•For, noir, bf lorc, by fores ihe alwll l 
«Or deatii, îf fane iban'il fiil, ihall I 



I wWi yon won'd finiih yonr 



Scnueme! 'ti» poetry; »orod>ody 

Perhspa to ; — but *]1 poetty ù noa 
Hor me , tben, la proee. 
Pilu I — tbil'i wome. 




JOHN BULL. 



SHUFFLETON. 

len I must express my meaning û:^ _^ 
î. Shall I ogle you ? 

LjLDT CAROLINE. 

3a are a teazing wretch: I hâve subjt 
"If, I find ,, to very ill-treatment , in 
r faiiiîly : and begîn to perceive I am a 
. woman. ^ 

SHUFFLETOW. (Aside. ) 

"etty well for that matter. 

ULDT CAROLIlfE. 

) find myself absolutely avoided by th^ 
ieman I meant to hononrwith my hand,>-^ 
>intedly neglected ! — 

SHUFFLET017. 

must confess it looks a little like a ccmu. 

: eut. 

LADY CAROLINE. 

Qd what you told me of the low attachmem 

SHUFFLETON. 

ay , my dear lady Caroline , don't say thât 
1 you more than — 

LADY CAROLINE. 

won t bave it denied : — and l'm sure 'tis 



I X 



^^ 
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■11 tnic. Set heie — here's an odjotu jurch- 
ment lord FitiBabam pat iolo my hand iu thx 

pirk. A marriagc bcence . I ihink he ralli il — 
bat if I doD'i sciller it in a thonudd pièces — 

Softiy, my deir laitj Caroline; itul't ■ li- 
cence of marriaBe. jou know. Tlie nan>« a» 
Iniened of conr». Some of tbem m»y bernbb'd 
a littU la the Einiage; bnt tbey miy he ËU'd 
•ap at pleasure , you knon, Fraok'sniy liieDd, 
and if he bai been uff^ligent, I saj notblng; 
bal thc paraan of tbe parish i* as bliml aa ■ 

Now, dont yoD ibiak, Mr SbaHlelon,! am 
a very ill-used person P 

I feel iinnanlly for you, lady Caroline; bal 
œy Irie&d makea ihe lahjecl délicate. Lei 09 
change it. Did joa observe Ibe tieeple npOQ 
tbe hill , al tbe end of tbe park palea ? 

Piba I — No. 

It bélouga to Dus of the prcttieit liltle village 
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clinrchtn yon ever mit in ]Eonr liié. Let m« 

dien yon the iusidc of ths charch, lidy Cno- 

I un almoat afraid : for , if I ihonld nuike a 
Tuh vow there , wbat i» to become of my lord 
FitiBalaam? 



Oh , that't Crae ; I had foigot bis lordshîp : 
bnE , as the cxigcDdet of (he tûnes demand it , 
let na hniTy the qaeMion throngb the Com- 
mons , and wheD ît haa paak , with aot^ atroug 
îiidepeadeiit iulerest on oni aides , it wiU hatdly 
be thrown ont by the Peerage. 
(Eiennt.) 

SCENE m. 

jinolher apartmenl in Sir Smon BocBHU.*'» 



ion doe* not huny h. 
■vitb the gicat , to m 




ACT IV, 

and the unknown, 
I left Comwall, as s 
member, was tenant 
Rochdales inhabîted 
seven miles off. — I 
changes in the family 
to see more. 

Enter FRA] 
F 

Ton expected, I 
dale, sir; bnt he ^ 
j^calar business, for 
y^r commands, sirl 

PER 

Are you sir Simoi 
I am. 

P£I 

It was my wish , 
ther. I corne unintroi 
accoutred; but, as 
communicate , and 
npon your coast , i 



on. I P«"' 
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T , wfaen he is known to be a hypocrite. My 
iend , sir , has tanght me to know you. 

PEREGRIKE. 

He , whom I enconnter'd at the hoase od 
e heath? 

FRANK. 

The same. 

PEREGRIirS. 

And what may he hâve taoght you ? 

FRAJfK. 

To discover , that yoar aim is to torture 
e , for relinquishing a beloved object , whom 
>a are , at this moment , attaching to yoor- 
If : to know , that a diabolical disposition , 
r which I cannot acconnt, prompts you to 
>me hère, withont the probability of bene- 
ing any party, to injure me, and throw a 
bole femily into confusion, on the eve of 
marriage. But, in tearing myself from the 
>or , wrong*d Mary , I abnost tear my very 
•art by its fibres from the seat; but 'tis a 
crifice to a father's repose; and — 

PEREGRIHE. 

Hold , sir ! "Wlien ^ou betray'd the poor , 
rong'd Mary , how came you to forget ^ thaï: 



{ 
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cvery ihlher's npoie luay be broken foi vrer 

hy bia i^ld's condact ? 

By my hanour ! by mj' saol ! il was my io- 
teution to bave placed ber far, far aboie tbe 
Tcach o( naut ; bat yoa , my hoUon monitar , 
are tbatratiog tbat iDientiou. Ton, nho corne 
hece ro preach virlae , are lempliug hfr to be 
a confînn'd TOttiy of vice, irhom I, in peni- 
teDee , would rescnc , as the Tictim of nn> 
goarded senàbilily. 






laofm 



Aye : if lo , I can give yon e»»e. Retacn 
wilh me , to the in)iired innoceiil on the heath : 
marry her , and I wiU give ber inay. 

Matry her t I am bonnd in hanour to ano- 
ther. 

Modem honour h a coerciie argnmenl ; 
bnl when yon bave leduced firtue , i^ou in- 
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jaries yoa will not solidly repair , you miist be 
slightly bonnd in old-fashioned honesty. 

FRANK. 

^/ I — I know not what to say to yoa. Toor 

manner almost awes me ; and there is a mys- 
i- tery in — 

PERSGHXVE. 

I am mysterions , sir. I may hâve other bu- 
siness, perhaps, with your fiither; — and, I 
•will tell you , the very fate of your £umly may 
hang on my conférence with faim. Come , corne , 
Mr Rochdale , bring me to sir Simon. 

FRANK. 

My father cannot be seen yet. Will you, 
for a short time , remain in my apartment ? 

FFREGRINE. 

WiUingly; and, dépend on this, sir — I 
hâve seen enough of the world*s weakness , to 
forgîve the casoal faults of youthful indiscré- 
tion ; but I hâve a detestation for systematick 
vice; and tho' , as a gênerai censor', my lash 
may be feeble, circumstances bave put a scoorge 
in my hand, which may fall heavily on this 
family , should any of its branches force me to 
wield it. — I attend you. . 

(Exeaut.^ 



d Bail in lie Maaor-house. 

( Voie» wnn^ing «ilhaot. ) 



EuUr JOB TUOHNBEBRY , MARÏ ind a SERVAHT. 



corne DpoD jnstiiic-bau- 



Sir Simon be a gïnilenuui jnitic 



If the JDItice allowi ail his servantB lo be as 
sancj a* jon, I cso't uy mnch fin ihe gcotlc- 



11 thae beu'l hla hoiin. 
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JOB. 

Hours for justice ! I thought one of the bless- 
ings of an Englishman was to find justice at 
any time. 

MARY. 

Pray , don't be so — 

JOB. 

Hold yonr tongae , child. What are bis 
honrs. 

SERVANT. 

"Why , from twelve to two. 

JOB. 

Two hours oui of four-and-twenty ! I bopc 
ail that belong to law are a llttle quîcker thau 
his worship; if not, when a case wants immé- 
diate remedy, it*s jnst eleven to one against 
os. Don't yon know me ? 

SERVANT. 

Na. 

JOB. 

I*m sure I hâve seen yon in Penzance. 

SERVANT. 

M y wife bas got a chandler's sbop tbere. 

JOB. 

Haven't you heard we'vc a (ice-«wjJ354». v^^îs»; 
charch ? 




8;S1 
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SERVAIÏT. 

What o' that ? 



JOB. 



Sappose your wife's shop was in fiâmes , 
and ail her bacon and farthing candies frying ? 

SERVAKT. 

And what then ? 

JOB. 

Why, then, while the house was bnming, 
you*d mn to the church for the engine. — 
Shon*dn't yon think it plaguy hard if the sex- 
ton said , « call for it to-morrow , between 
twelve and two .•* » 

SERVAlfT. 

That be neither hère nor there. 

JOB. 

Isn't it ! ( Menacing. ) Then , do you see this 
stick ! 

SERVANT. 

Pshaw ! yon be a foolisll old fellow. 

JOB. 

Why, that's tme. Every now and then a 
jack-in-office , like you, provokes a man to 
forget his years. The cudgel is a stont one, 
and some'at like your master's justice : 'tis a 
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good weapon in we»k hands; and Uat'i ibc 
naf many a rogne escapea » dreaûog. Wlut! 



Ees! jroaCornishbsbooD, ina laccd liiery! 
Hcre'a somïlhing to nuike yoa grin more — 



Hee 


! he 


e ! — Damii yonr land'ï-eod 


cbop.! 


'Ib to 


B«_ 


me to yoar master 


i — but, 


before 


yonba 




1, thOngh be keepa 


a geotleoi 


lan jal- 


tice-shop , 


I sbaU hiake free 1 


10 ring it 


on bia 


countei 


>■■{' 


tbro». il on Ibc flooc ) 


There! 


pick it 


Iip.(S. 




iTpickmpllwimmCT; 


llamafraidyan 




tlM 


i JÎMl ouderUng ihat b»» Mo 


op'd to 


pocket 


a bi 


ribe , before he'd do hla doty 


, Now, 


tell tbe 




laot to » 


Khim. 



MART. 

Indeed, you don't know how you terrify 
me. Bat , if you go to sir Simon , yoa'll leave 
me hère , in the hall : you woa*t raake me go 
wîth yoa, father? 

JOB. 

Not take yoa with me? Tll go with my 
wrongs in my hand , and make him blush for 
his son. 

M1.RY. 

I hope yoa'll think better of it. 

]0«. 

Wby? 
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Beciiue , whta yoD c»me to ulk , I ihould 
uok "with ihame j if he lald lUf thing to 7011 , 
rbat miglit — \Iuit — 



Maie you bliuh Tor yonr d<ngh(er, 



Loit ! ibrgire a forgiie , ail the world tuer. 
Toa know , Mary , I havc forgivcu yon ; and , 
m*^»"g ît np by balva , is making myaelf a 
biau tsa-kcttle — wann ooe minnle, cold ihc 
DCil; amoolh wilhoat, andhollow wilhiD. 
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JOB. 

' Do as y ou like, Mary; only, never tell me 
again you hâve lost my esteem. It looks like 
suspicion o* both sides. — Never say that , and 
1 can deny you nothing in reason ; or , perhaps , 
aiittle beyond ît. 

Re-enter Sekvaht. 

Wall! will the justice do a man the favonr to 
do his duty ? Will he see me ? 

SERVANT. 

Come into the room next his library. A 
stranger, who's with young master, ha' been 
waiting for un , longer nor you ; but 111 get 
you in first. 

JOB. 

I don't know that that*s qui te fair to the 
other. 

SERVANT. 
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scnipolons enongh to do your work . 
which, I hope, somebody may dack 
one hand, and mb yoa dry with tl 
Kindness and honesty, for kindness 
nesty's sake , is the trae coin ; bat mas 
like yon , is content to be a passable B 
bam half^nny. 

( Exeont Job Thokitbb&kt and Sbbtaut. ) 
MARY. 

« 

I wish'd to corne to tbis honse in tbe 
ing , and now I woold give the ivorld to ' 
of it. Hark! bere*s somebody! Ob, mec 
me, *tis he bimself! What will become c 

( Retires towards the back of the scène. ) 

Enter FRANK ROCHDALE. 
FEÀVK.. 

My fiither , tben , sball see tbis vi 
latever be tbe event. I will prépare b: 
\ interview , and — ( Secs Mabt. ) Gooi 
\I wby — wby are yoo bere ? 



don t , mdeed ! 

FRÀITK. 

What motive , Mary , has brought you to 
this honse ? and who is the stranger under 
ivhose protection you hâve placed yourself» 
at the honse on the heath ? Surely yon cannot 
love him ! 

MARY. 

£ hope I do. 

FRANK.. 

Yon hope you do ! 

MART. 

Tes ; — for I think he saved my life thIs 
moming , when I was stmggling with the rob- 
ber, who threaten'd to kill me. 

FRANK. 
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Mit; — I — I — 'twu I, ihcn , il tetua, 
who bronght your life into anch bïïird, 

1 hopc I baieu't s>id any ihïug ta nuke 
yoa nntuppy. 

Nothing , my dcareit Mary, DOlluag. I 
kuow it ûuot îa ynor oatore, even to vrhiiper 
a reproof. Tel , I unt a iiiend , with inll 
powcr from me , to give yoD the ampleit pco- 



I know yOD did: and be gave me a 
that I migbt be prolectcd , wheD I got ti 



BccauK tlKs itranger read the directioa of 
ihe leller — hère it ii ( Tiking ii (om bcr pockw ), 
lad saîd yoDT fiieud waa treaeheroiig. 
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MA&Y. 

Did hè intend to lead me into a snare then ? 

FRJLBrK.. 

Let me keep this letter. I may hâve been de- 
ceived in the person I sent to you , but — 
( Aside. ) Damn his rascality ! — but , could you 
think me base enough to leave you, unshel- 
ter'd ? I had tom you from your home , — 
with anguish I confess it — but I wonld hâve 
provided you another home, -w'hich want should 
not hâve assailed. Wonld this stranger bring 
you better comfort ? 

MART. 

Oh, yes; he bas; — he has brought me my 
father. 

FRABTK. 

Your father ! — from whom I made you fly ! 

MARY. 

Yes ; — he has brought a father to his child, 
that she might kiss off the tears her disobe- 
dience had forced down his aged cheeks , and 
restored me to the only home which could giye 
me any comfort , now. — And my father is 
hère. 



ACT V, SCENE 1 



I — I am almoit gUd, Hary, that il hai faap 

TcB — wfaen a neigbt of coDCealmenl ù on 
tbe mind , remorse a rcliercd by (ht Tery dia- 
covtrf wtuch it bai drcaded. Bat jou mast 
not bc naiting htn , Mary. Therc it one in the 
iioiu« j to whoH care t wîll entmat yoa. 



BT cradle iafiQcy witk as 




U he hère? 

He i>: — Oh, Mary, how punM, if per- 
brmîng Ihe daly of a aon , I njoal abandon il 

ast , the «piaiion of a pénitent ! bni to de- 

lationa of probiij, thaï One broken link pei> 
ileies the whole cbaùi, and an abstiacted vit~ 
ne becomes a relative iniqoitj. 



[El 



".) 



SC£N£ II. 
Tie LSmaj. 



■""^îv 



Remember the money n 
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So, my friebd, yoor baÙDe—, 700 uy, û 
— aad , Ht PennyiDaD ( Snoiis inru back. ) 
^ve HobJD Koddy notice to ^thia colUge, 
dinctly. 



Q afraîd , lir Simon ^ if he'a tnm'd 01 



He Aonld b.Te recoUecMil tbit brfore ho 


rain'd lii> aeigLbonr". daoghter. 




Eb! 








Whit'a tbe nutlct with ibe nun 


Hû afr«nce 


is attended nilh great aggravab 


on. — Why 


doem't he nurry her? 








Aje! 








Pr»y, fiienJ, be qnlei. 




ITIWIKD. 




Hd uyi il won'd make btt mon 


naTortmule 




do eim for 





t H 






'1 i\''' 






!( 
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SIS. siMOir. 
Tbat doubles his crime to the girL -*<- Ke 
must quit. Tm a magistrale, yoa know, Mr 
Pennyman, and 'lis my dnty to disconrage ail 
such immorality. 

STEWARD. 

Your orders mast be obeyM , sir Simon. 

( Exit Stbwakd. ) 

SIR SIMON. 

Now, y ours is justice-business, y ou say. 
You corne at an irregular time, and I hâve 
somebody else waiting for me; so be quick. 
What brings you hère ? 

JOB. 

My daughter*s séduction^ sir Simon; — and 
it bas done my heart good to bear your wor- 
ship say *tis your duty to discourage ail such 
immorality. 

S[R SIMOK. 

To be sure it is ; — but men , like you , 
shou'dn^t be too apt to lay hold of every sen- 
timent justice drops, lest you misapply it. 'Tis 
like an officions footman snatching up his mis- 



/ 
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troia'i peiinig, and cUppingït on again, faiod 
pan bafore. What are yoof 

1 hâve been ■ frea- 



A freeholder ! ( Asidi. ] Zounds ! ont of Frank's 
yoters , peiliaps, and of conséquence at hû 
élection. Won't yon , my good iriend , uke a 

Thaok yoa, sir Simon, I know my proper 
place. I didn't coiJI hère lo ait down wilh »Ir 
Simon Rochdale , iwcsnie I am a freeholder; 
I came to demand my right, becanse yon are 

A nuD of re>pec(al>iUty , a tradeaman, and 
■ Ereeholder , in latb a serions cate at yonn , 
bad better baie reconrse to a court of law. 

I am not ricb, now, sir Simon, wbalever 



otteii4« ' JO"- j^ Simon- 




He 8 going t 

Then he tt 
grâce my esta 
Injure a rcpui 

a freehold 

»ay he was pc 

No, sir Si 
don t stand i 

Rich! eh! 
man? 



I hâve an 
Simon. 
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JOB. 

I reckon many of my nœighb^^^^ry 
men , thongh I can't call them %e'm:3tJe. 
bat I r«ckon no man a gentleman, thjit 
call honest. 

SIR SIMOIf. 

Hark ye, neighbour; — if he's a genUem 
( and I hâve several gîddy yonng tenants wi^ 
more money than thought ) let him gîve yoi^ 
good round sum , and there's an end. 

JOB. 

A good round sum ! ( Aside. ) Damn me , I shall 
choak ! A ruffian , with a crape , puts a pistol 
to my breast, and robs me of forty shillings; 
— a scoundrel, with a smilîng face, creeps 
to my fire>side , and robs my daughter of her 
innocence. The judge can t allow restitution 
to spare the highwayman ; — then , pray, sir 
Simon, — I wish to speak humbly — pray don*t 
insnlt the father by calling money a réparation 
irom the sedncer. 

• ' SIR SIMON. 

, Tlûs fellow miist be dealt with quietly , I see. 

Justice my honést frlend, la — is justice. - — As 

a magiatrate I make no dÂatmcùou oi -^tvsu*,. 




Séduction is i 
is in my pow 

The offend 



Well , wel 
nisance of hii 
— but y ou H 

(Goes I 

Come , gîv< 
and l'il see i 
^hat name i 



aboQt it ; H> , I aappotc , tbe news reach'd 70a 
at Doe of Ihe boan yoa don't set «part for 



Tbis is a — a very awkward btuioess, Mr 
llionibetrj. Something like a hnmp back; — 
we can never set it quile siraighl , 60 we nuut 



Hon do yon mcaD, «ir Simon? 



ia a — a dïsagi'eeable afTair 
It boib it np. 
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Hiuliitiip! 


.jo-ti™.:. 


tfaer,towInk> 


tbiichild'a 


Ihoihit npio 


, ur Simon 


ir up hère P ( s 


ttiki-g his Iw 


wiU jour «on m 


arrj my dai 


m.1! my 


.on mury 


bniiei! 




He ha> rniu'd the danght 


the b«llord m 


tbe Uud d 


crime. ïoa.:«.' 


tcaUlu.«t< 


dïKeniion. 








.,'*»•*'■«' 


1— 1 doo'l 


tme» yOD may 


kU braw 


when yon coiDC 


: abrOMd, >i 


matry bh son t. 


Q yonrcUn 






toottt 
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.a» 



O^e 



sû^**^' 



.\1»AÏ 



iovo 
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her. This is the chair of justice : it's the 
.t nneasy for yoa of any in the room. 

Enter SERVANT. 
SIR SIMON. 

Tell Mr Rochdale to corne to me directly. 

SBRVANT. 

Tes , sir Simon. ( Sees Job. ) Hee ! hee ! 

SIR SIMON. 

Don't stand grinning , you booby ! but go. 

SERVANT. 

Yes , sir Simon. Hee ! hee ! 

(Exit.) 

JOB. ( Reacbiog a book from the table. ) 
Bnm's Justice ! 

SIR SIMON. 

And how dare you take it up ? 

JOB. 

Because you hâve laid it down. Read it a 
little better, and, then, I may respect you 
more. There it is. 

( Throws it on the floor. ) 



SIR SIMOir. 

The matter! (Points to Job. ) Lug tliat old bon- 
die of brass ont of my chair , direcdy. 

( FaAHK casts bis eyes on Thokitbbbkt , tfaen on the 
ground , and stands abash'd. ) 

JOB. 
He dare as soon jmnp into one of yoar tin- 
mines. Brass ! — there îs no baser métal than 
hypocrisy : he came with that false coin to mr 
shop, and it pass'd; but see how conscier 
nails him to the spot, now. 

FlU.n'&. (To sir SiMOir. ) 
Sir , I came to explain ail. 
SIR siMonr. 
Sir, jon must be awate thax «S' "" 
aJready, You proYoke a laTa»» 



LdlM» 
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knock me down; and bring me news of it, 
rj. when he îs fix'd as tight in my stady, as a 

copper in my kitchen. 

FRJLiTK. ( Advancing lo Job. ) 
Mr Thombeny , I — 

JOB. 

Keep yonr distance! Tm an old fellow; bnt 
if my danghter's seducer comes near me , l'il 
beat bim as flat as a stew-pan. 

FRJLNK.. ( Still adyancing. ) 

SnfTer me to speak , and — 

JOB. ( Rising from the chair, and holding up his cane. ) 
Corne an inch nearer , and I*ill be as good 
as my word. 

«^^ . PERBGRINR. (Advancing.) 

Hold ! 

JOB. 

Eh ? yon hère ! then I bave some chance , 
perhaps , of getting rigbted , at last. 

FEREGRINE. 

Do not pennit passion to weaken that chance. 

JOB. 

Oh , plague ! yon don*t know ; — I wasn't 
vjolent till — 



} 



igi JOBN BULL. 

May, tu; ; ceue ta fnup tlui cani. — Whilc 
we are to conspicDOost; bUn'd «ilh lawi tu 
thasliw B CDiprit, thi mace oE joslicc is tbe 
only propcr vreapon for tbe iujnicd. Let dk 
• talk wilh yon. 



TVell, sir; vrho may tbîi lail peraon be, 
libom yon havi ibonght proper ihoold visit 



Aïtratiferia this conotry , lir, bdcI — 

And a triead , I perceÎTe , of tbat old ruffian. 

1 baie naaon to think , aie , be û ■ IHsnd to 
Hr Tbombtsry. 

Su, I am Tery mucb obliged to yoti. Ton 
Had a braEÎet to challenge me, and now, I 
anppoie, yoa bave broaght a travelling tînkcr , 
for hii second. Whcre doe» be conie iront ? 



Indiâ , >ir. Hc le^'d from tbe Teuel tbat 
«raa fonDderiiig on (he roclt, ih» nioniîng , 

■nd swam to ihore. 



I can diunu il betler in joar abiencc. Be 
near nllh Mary: shonld tbe itiue bc fânmn' 
ble.I waicallyon. 

JOm. [Ap>rtldP..K....,) _ 

Well, «eU! I wUI. Ton h»T« i bélier beid 

at it thaa I Jutice ! Oh , if I wu Lord 

Cbancellar, Td kuock ail tbe family down nilh 



SnfTer nm to uy a fnr nonit, lir Simon 
Rocbdale, in bcbair of tbat unluppy ni*ii. 
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Dod fiilk" ? How d'ye do ? 1 ■ "^ \ 
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tle tnuincu. — llie lut dinner-bcll I 
lidj Cuoline, bat l'il attend yoD din 

Banmit , l'iu a&ûd ne tha'n't be «b 
■•ith joa lo-day. 

Notdînemlb me! 

IXo ; — ire aie jnil maiiied 1 

Hell and the devU ! muried ! 

Te> ; ne are married , aod can't coi 

FisEosma. ( AiUi. ) 
Thea 'tia time to ipcak to otd Thon 



I loat my appetite in jour familj t1 
ing , atr Simon ; and bave no relûh 
thing 70D can bave the goodueia to 



SIR 8IMOK. 

Oh , damn the new school ! — who 
plain ail thîs mystery ? 

VKÀXK. 

Mr Shnffleton shail explain it , sir ; ai 
mysteries too. 

SHUFFLETON. 

My dear Frank, I hâve something te 
y ou. But hère cornes my papa ; — Ti 
H talking to hîm , sir Simon , and he'll 
you. He does very well to explain , for 
nefit of a coontry gentleman. 
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SIR SIMON. 

But , my lord — 

( They go up ihe stage. ) 

( Lady CAmoLiNB throws herself carelessly ii 
SRDFFz.BToir advances to F&akk. 

SUUFFLETON. 

My dear Frank, I — I hâve had i 
deal of trouble in getting this busines: 
hands. But , you see , I bave done m; 
you. 

FRJLIVK.. 

For yourself , you mean. 

SHUFFLETON. 

Come, damn It, my good fellow, 
nngrateful to a friend. 

FRANK. 

Take back this letter of recomnit 
you wrote for Mary , as a friend. W 
assuQie that name witb me, Mr Shuffl* 
myself I laugh ; for you I blush ; but f 
friendship's profanation, I grieve. 

( Taras from him. ) 



vours ! Cheer up , Mary ! 

SIR SIMON. ( To PB&BO&iirB. ) 

I was in hopes I had got rid of yon. Ton 
are an orator firom the sea-shore ; but yon 
must put more pebbles in your mouth before 
yen harangue me into a tea-kettle connection. 

SHUFFLETOir. 

That's my friend at the Red Cow. He is 
the new-old cher ami to honest tea-kettle's 
daughter. 

FBJLKlk.. 

Your infiin nation Is faiUe, ùt. 



PEREGRIITE. 

Sir Simon Rochdale , if my oratory fail , and 
which, indeed, is weak, may interest prevail 
with you ? 

SIR SIMON. 

No; rather than consent , I*d give np every 
acre of my estate. 

PEREGRINE. 

Yonr condnct proves you unworthy of your 
estate ; and , unlnckily for you , you hâve 
roused the indignation of an elder brother, 
who now stands before you , and claims it. 

SIR SIMON. 

Eh ! — Zounds ! — Peregrine ! 



for you to ^spate it. My agent 'm '-—«.^^1001:1^ § 
long bad documents on the sectelVieVas kept; 1 
and several old inhabltants hère , I know , are 
prepared to identify me. 

SIR SIMON. 

I had a run-away brother — a boy that 
every body tbougbt dead. How came he net 
to claim till now ? 

FEREGRI5E. 

Because, knowing be bad given deep cause 
of offence, be never would bave asserted bis 
abandon d rigbt, bad'be not found a brotber 
neglecting, -wbat no Englisbman sbonld ne- 
glect — justice and bumanity to bis inferiors. 

Enter DENNIS BRULGRUDDERY. 



•T 



ACT V, SCENE II. ao3 

DEirzris. 
:Mt Honld yonr tongne , you little man ! There's 

jL bs a great post jost come to yoar manor-hoase , 

and the Indiaman's work'd into port. 

i" JOB. ( To Pf&bo&iitx. ) 

What , the vessel with aU your property ? 

DKIfiriS. 

^ By ail that's amazing , they say you hâve a 

^ hundred thousand pounds in that ship ! 

PEREGRINE. 

My losses might bave been somewhat more 
witbout thîs recovery. I bave enter' d into a 
^" kind of partnership with you , my friend , tbis 

moming. How can we dissolve it ? 

JOB. 

You are an bonest man ; so am I. So , settle 
that account as you like. 

PEREORIITE. 

Come forth , then , injured simplicîty ; — 
of your own cause you shall be now the arbi- 
tres». 

MARY. 

Do not make me speak, sir. I am so hum- 
bled — so abaah'd — 



Ca6> 



\ ET 



i 



' I , sir? Oh, then, let the libiSRiii» «^^ 
%paration , and claim a -wife. 

[ Running to Ma&t , and embracinç her. ) 
DENNIS. 

wife ! Och ! what a bîg dinner we*U 
t the Red Cow. 

PEREGRIN 1. ( To sir Stmov. ) 
Bt am I to say, sh*, 

8XR SIMON. 

! yon are to say what yoa please. 

PEREGRXIIB. 

n , bless you both ! And , tho* I hâve 



\\ 



\ 



\ 



ACT V, SCENE II. ao5 

much of my llfe abroad, brother, 
eqnily is dear to my heart. Respect 
ts of honest John Bail , and cor family 
i may be eaaUy arranged. 



JOB. 



\ apright. I forgive you yonng man, 
: bas past ; bat tLo one deserves forgive- 
ho refuses to make amends , when he 
irb'd the happiness of an Englishman's 



mD OF THE COMEDY. 



^/%,'%'«/«/«'«/«/«^>'«>'%^/^^^>«<^^>^/»^/^'»'«/«/«'%/«-^«/«>«^/«.^^>'«>'%<«/%.« 



EPILOGUE. 



O I M c £ Epilogue-speaking to me is quite new , 
Pray allow me the help of a fiddle or tvro; 
Fam as strange to this job as the Man in the Moou, 
But, I thiuk , if I sing, I shall speak to some tune. 

Fal de rai. 

Now, touchiog this Comedy, criticks may say, 
'Tis a trumpery , Bartlemy-fair kind of play ; 
It smells, faith , of Smithfield, we ail munt allow, 
For it*s ail about Bull, and the scene*sthelled Gow. 

Fal de rai. 



Yet, not without moral the author indites. 

For he poiuts to the blessings of £nglishmen*s 

rights ; 
Let » duke wrong a brazier , — the barristers ail , 
Know that brass can do wonders in Westminster- 
bail. 

Fal de rai. 



But, wa» ever a taie 80 imçtuw^ 

As Peregrinc sw'immmg witlilarge ^nllipr**- ^ _ 

Should a man who ilnks cash, w'itViViis ca%\v ^.^^ 

to swim. 
For a pound to a shilling his cash woold sink him. 

Fal de rai. 

Let us find some excuse for this strange oversigbt, 
Let*s suppose tliat his guineas were most of *em 

light; 
Nay , the guineas for grappling tbe shore he 

might thank , 
'Tis amazing of late , how they stick in the Bank. 

Fal de rai. ^ 

One circumstance keeps prohahility*8 law , 
*• ^«««atiful female commits ^faux-pas ; ^ 




EPILOGUE. 

3f tlie worst Bond-street litter — such) 

noue admire, 
Jbuck 'em ail in the Thames , tkey won^ 

on fire. 

Falde. 

\Hr Dennis Brulgruddery lires with his dear; 
riiey*re iu stile, and agrée just like thunder 

bcer ; 
Ln Irislimao's biunders are pretty well bac 
)ut liow cbarmingly, sure, Mr Jobustone did a 

Fal de rai 

ow IVe toncb^d on tbe priucipal parts of 

play : — 
ail it ran a few nigbts , or to nigbt run awa 
ar votes , friends aud criticks , we , uow , i 
upon; 
ayes bave it, l tbink — tbough it mayn't 
nem. con. 

Fal de rai 

) succpss to Jobn Bull! — let tbis toast 
bis pride, 






frown , 
May John ne*er want a poker to Ildoc 
dowD. 

Fal 
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NEW HAT AT THE OLD MARKET. 



SCENE I. 

An Antichamber in the Manager*s Bouse, 

USTIAN and DAGGERWOOD discorered. FosTiâii 
sitting in one chair, Daoob&wood, asleep, in another. 

( The Clock strikes Eleren. ) 

FUSTIJLir. 
Eight, nîne, ten, eleven! — Zoonds! Eleven 
'clock ; and hère hâve I been waiting ever 
oce nine , for an interview with the manager. 



xiarjtye, young manl Is yoor mu 

yct? 

SERVANT. 

Sir! 

FUSTULW. 

I say, can I see your master ? 

SERYjLNT. 

He has two gentlemen with hîm at 
sir! 

fvaTiàJx. 
Aye — the old answer. "Who is tl 
hère, in the corner ? 

SKRVJLWT. 

Oh! tbat, sir, is a gentleman who 
come ontk 



SCENE I. ai5 

FUSTIA-K. 

O , ho ! A conntry candidate for a London 
tmncheon. A sncking Prince of Denmark — 
Damme , he snores like a tinker. Fatigned with 
hia joumey , I suppose. * .. 

SERYANT. ^ 

No, sir — be bas takena nap in this room 
thèse five mornings — bat hasn't been able to 
obtain an audience, bere, yet. 

FUSTIAN. 

No, nor at Dunstable neither, I take it. 

SERVANT. 

I am so lotb to distarb bim, poor gentle- 
man , that I never wake bim till a fnll balf honr 
aftér my master is gone ont. 

FUSTIAN. 

Upon my soûl tbat*s very obliging ! I mnst 
keep watch bere , I find , like a lynx. Well , 
friend , yon'U let yonr master know Mr Fnstian 
is bere, when the two gen^emen' bayf left bim 
at lelsnre. 

SERVANT. 

The moment , sir, tbey make their exit. 



fianiiei uciv^i«i t..---- — v 

country* 

DA-GGERWOOD. 

« To be , or not to be » — 

FUSTIA-IÎ. 

Yes— be'sat it.Letmesee (Turningovertheleares 
.rfhîsplay). I tbink there is no donbt of ir 

mnniiig. ^ 

DAGGERWOOD. (Dreaming.) 

„ That 18 the question. Wbo v^onld 
Zoonds ! Thete's no ^>eM\u% ^'i 



& 



SCENE I. 217 

Grâce 's patronage will fill half the sîde boxes, 
and l'il warrant we'll stuflf the critîcks înto 
the pit. 

DAfiGERWOOD. ( Dreaming. ) 
« To groan , and sweat » — 
c< When he hîmself mîght his qnietus make » — 

FUSTIAN. 

Quietus ! I wîsh, with ail my heart, I could 
inake yonr^s. The conntess of Crambo insists 
on the best places for the first nîght of per- 
formance. She'U sit in the «tage box. 
DAGGERWOOD. ( Still dreaming. ) 

« With a bare bodkin. » 

FUSTIAN. 

O, the devil ! There^s no endnring this ! sir ! 
sir ! ( Waking him. ) Do you intend to sleep any 
more ? 

DAGGERWOOD. (Waking.) 

Eh! What?— When? 
« Methonght I heard a voice cry sleep no more. » 

FUSTIÀW. 

Faith, sir, yon heard something very like it; 
and that voice ^^s. nrîne.' 

Sir, l'm yonr mosx T^fts^e^vS^^û. vct^«»^ 



v<=» 



make an excellent Macbeth , sir. 

FUSTIAJf. 

Sir! 

DAGGERWOOD. 

te Macbeth doth murder sleep ; thi 

sleep; 

« Balm of hnrt mmds ; great nator 

course.» — 

faith and very often the first course, t 

a dinner is nnayoidably deferred by ^ 

ble servant to command, Sylvester Da( 

FUSTIAN. 

I am sorry , sir , you should ever ] 
sion to postpone so pleasant a perfoi 




SCENE I. i 

DXOGEHWOOD. 

Daiim*d bad indeed^ sîr — tfae Dimst 
pany: where I hâve eight shilUngft 
fonr bits of candie » one wife, three sh 
bine children. 

FUSTIAir. 

A very numerons family. 

DAGGERWOOD. 

A crowded house , to be snre, sir ; 1 
profitable. Mrs Daggerwood a fine figni 
unfortnnately stntters ; so , of no nse 
theatrical Une. Children too yoong to i 
début, except my eldest, master ApoUo E 
wood ; a yonth of only eigbt years old 
bas twice ma de bis appearance in Tom T 
to an overfiowing and brilliant barn — 1 
I mean — witb nnbounded and nniver 
planse. 

PUSTIAN. 

Hâve yon been long npon the stage , M 
gerwood ? 

DAGGBRWOOD. 

Fjfteeu years since I fîrst smelt the lan 
My fatber was an eminent batton-mak 
Birmingham; and meant to marry me t 



•t& 



l. 

ni 



a raercenary mamage. I 
profession — so ran away from m 
engaged with a travelling comp 
dians. In my travels, I had soon 
ii|[ of forraing a romantic attacbn: 

présent Mrs Daggerwood , wife 
Daggerwood , yonr homble ser 
mand ; whose benefît is fixed foi 
of Jane , by the particnlar des 
persons of distinction. So y ou s< 
a taste. 

rUSTIAN. 

Hâve yon î Then sit down, anc 
vnrv tracedv. I am determined se 



UA.I 



«^ Now, sir, y<Wir title ; and then fc 

Pers, 

iocj FU8TIAW. 

ti The title I think will strike. Tt 



eskr 



(FOI 



plays, you know, now , is to do ai 
judices; and to rescue certain cha 
the illiberal odium with which 
mark'd them. Thus we hâve a genei 
bai> an amiable cynick , and so on. No 

my play-^TAe Humane Footpad. 

DA.GGERWOOD. 

What! 

FUSTIAW. 

There's a title for you ! Isn't it 1 
How do you like my footpad ? 

DAGGERWOOD. 



f« 
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^ DA.GGEKWOOD. 

Scène first . a aai». 

ery awfnl be^niï^g- 
Tbe moon bebind a cloud. 

. -, An audience>ver sar 
i^hindacloudbcfote.^-^-- 
difRcnit to paint- 



SCENE I. aaS 

PVSTIJLN. 

Don^t înterrupt. Where was I ? — Oh — be- 
hind a cload. 

DAGGERWOOD. 

« The cload capt towers , the gorgeons 
palaces — » 

FUSTIAN. 

Hey , the devil ! what are you at ? 

DAGGERWOOD. 

Beg pardon : bnt' that speech never cornes 
into my head bat it rans away with me. Pro- 
ceed. 

FUSTIJLN (Hçading.) 

Enter 

DA.GGERWOOD. 

» The solemn temples » — 

FUSTIAN. 

Nay then , I Ve donc. 

DA.GGER1VOOD. 

So hâve I. Tm domb. 

FUSTIAK (Reading.) 
Enter Eghert^'làéTa^ing. 

O, P? 



224 SYLVESTER DAGGERWOOD. 

FU8TIÀW. 

Pshaw ! what does that signify ? 

DiLGGERWOOD. 

Not much. « The great globe îtself — » 

FUSTIJLIC (Reading.) 

Ëgbert musing. Clouded în DÎght I come. — 

DJLGGE&WOOD (Starting ap. ) 
*$ The cload capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
u The solemn temples , » etc. etc. etc. 

FUSTIAN ( Gets up. ) 

Damme , he's mad ! A bedlamite ! raves like 
Lear, and foams ont a folio of Shakespear with- 
out drawing breath. l'ra almost afraid to stay 



] 



w 



v 
t 



SCENE I. 



335 



DAGGERWOOIi. 

mO, dày and night, but this ia wondroos 
strange ! » 

PU8TIA.ir. 

What withoot seeing me , who hâve been 
waîting for him tliese three hgnrs ! 

OAGGERWOOD. 

Three honrs ! Pugh ! — IV* slept , hère , for 
five mominss in bis old arm chair. 

SERVANT. 

He ordered me to tell yoa , gentlemen , he 
was particularly sorry, but he Is obliged to 
hurry down to thc Hay-Mârket. The théâtre 
opens thk evening — and Mr Bannister, jnn. and 
Mr Suett, are to meet hûn there, on particular 
business. 

FUSTIAir. - 

They arePând what the devil,friend,haye I 
to do with Mr Bannister , jnn. f Dàmn Mr Ban- 
nîster^ jan. 

DAGGERWOOn. 

And daièn Mr Suett ; What the devil bave I 

to do wi|h IVb^ Suett .' Now he bas shirked 

«us, ril lay an^eu ber he îs gone to neither 



of 'em. 
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PUSTXAW. 

Pretty treatment! pretty treatment tmlj! 
to be kept hère , balf tbe moming , kicking m^ 
■heels in a manager's anti-room , sbat np witb a 
mad Danstable actor. 

«AGGERWOOD. 

Madi Zounds, sir, F d bave you to know, 
tbat « yfhen tbe wînd's soutberly, I know a hawk 
, from a band-saw. » 

FUSTIAN. 

Tell yonr master , i'r|end , tell your master — 
bot no matler. — He don't catcb me bere again 
that's^ ail. Damme, l'il go home, tum my play 
into a pageant , pat a triumpbal procession at 
tbe end on't, and bring ît out at one of tbe 
winter théâtres. 

(Exit.) 



DAGGERWOOD (To the Servant.) 
Yonng man, you know me. I shall cojne to 
thé old ârnj chair again, to-morrow, but mnst 
go to DuBstahle tbe day after, for a week, to 
finish my engagement. Wish foiMin interview, — 
inclination to tread tbe London boards, and so 
n. Ton reniembcr my name — Mr Sylvester 



/ 
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Daggerwood; whose benefit is fix'd for the 
eleventh of Jaiie> by particnlar désire of several 
persons of distinction. 

SERYAITT. 

I shall be sore to tell him, sir. 

DAGGERWOOD. 

« I find thee apt ; 

« And dnller wouldst thon be than the fat weed 
c< That rots itself at ease on Lethe*s wharf, 
cr Wonld'st thon not stîr in this. » Open the 
Street door. « Go on ! l'il follow thee. » 

( Exit after Senraiit. ) 



SCENE II. 

The inside of the Théâtre. 

Two wombh discovered sweeping the Stage. A paii and 
mop in the corner. 

FIRST WOMAW. 

Come bastle ,4|Ehild ! Bostle , MoUy Beezom , 
bnstle! We sha'n't hâve l\\ft %XaL%<& x^a.^ •^s^Ssxcsv. 
oor gentlefolks come X.o x^e^x^à.. 



-H 

11 



* 



Haye you ? Well then , now , Me 
haye a little leisare — foh! how it tii 
to scmb down thèse dnsty boards , ai 
winter î — As we hâve a little leisare, 
jast giye you a bit of advice. 

SECOND WOMJLir. 

Do , mother ; for I be a fresh co 
the country. Yesterday was my first 
day , you do know. I cod, it be pnre 
among thèse actor-folks ! 

FIRST WOMAK. 

Hold your tongae , hnssey ! Listei 
haye swept the boards of a winter, ao 
honse, thèse eîghteen years ; and am o 




SCENE II. 

cations; so mînd yon bemean "j 
care of thèse actors , I say. 'Tis t 
yation for a young girl. Don't let 
you over. 

SECOND WOMÀir. 

Palaver me ! Law , mother, whai 

FIRST WOMAIV. 

Aye — there it is now, to want t 
Why it's just as they served me , w 
snch a green goose as yourself. 

SECOND TVOMAN. 

Why , sure , there he no harm in ' 
they be main civil. One on 'em ch 
nnder the chin^ as good natnred,— ai 
I was a pretty little Dusdemony. 

FIRST WOMAN. 

Hnssey, hussey! I mnst hear n 
thèse doings. Yon'll be devoured. 

SECOND WOMAN. 

La , mother ! sare and sure , the^i 
9e.' 

FIRST WO^AN. 

Bat you ! There's no knowing. 
ppen. 



a3o SYLVESTER DAGGERWOOD. 

SECOND WOMAN. 

Ben't there indeed! — Well^ if I ban^l: been 
told , in oar viUage , that yoar actor men be 
hungry enongh to eat any thing; and that the 
gentry sometimes throws oranges to 'em , from 
the two-shilling gallery , ont o' compassion. 

FIRST WOMAN, 

Ha ! Ha ! Lord help your simple head ! 
Oranges ont of the gallery ! The thing is possi- 
ble hère, to be sore ; but in the winter bouses — 
wby , child , they woold ne ver reach half way 
to the stage. 'Tis as mnch as they can do to see 
the actorsy there. But no matter for that: take 
you care of yourself, Molly ; you are raw, child, 
and nnexperienced. I be uneasy enough abont 
you, I can tell you that. 

SECOSD WOMAK. 

Don't you be in a fatigae^ mother, abont I. 
Ise warrant me , when I ha' been hère a nvhile 
Ise be as knowing as the best of 'em. 

FIRST WOMAir. 

Goup stairs, hussey, directly, and dust out 
the dressing-rooms. 

SECOND WOMAir; 

I doesn't UW^ Xo ç^o \kç Aoua , \sk.Çk>4M!t \ l be 
afeavd. 



SECOND. WOMAXr. 

Why, at the top of the — the Flys 1) 
name on't , X fancy — where ail the cloudc 
just at the landing place, there be a huge m 
A Polly, I do think the carpenters call hi 
stufTd oat wi' stvàvf : they ha' squatted 
there to sit boit aprîght ; and , though h 
dead , he looks so inortal frightful , I dot 
care to go a near hîm. 

FIRST WOMAX. 

Simpleton ! it is the stufTed Apollo , 
Midas. Why you aren't afraid of a stra^ figi 
are you? 

SECOND WOMAN. 

No — not in the country : but thîs be 
igliest scare-crow I ever put ipy^-es QStt 



to see. 

CA.RPE3JTER. 

But you know they ^m expect some novelty, 
master Waldron. 

PROMPTER. 

weu, .ben wu gi« '-x:^!^*;:;: 

that's a novelty, now, t«u kuow. i> 
to business. What do you want ? 

CA-RPEWTER. 

-^Vhy , l 'want a new moon. 
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fECUlfD WOMUf. 

Prompterl Oh! that be the gentleman as 
reads in a book ; and do blow a little whittle , 
to call the actor-folks about un. 

FI&ST WOMAir. 

Corne , nm Molly , nm ! Take up yonr pail , 
and be off. 

SECOND -WOMAN. 

I be coming, mother. ( Takes up the pail. ) Dear, 
now ! I shoold like hngely to stay and see a 
bit o' their May-games. Dear, dear! whatpure 
sport it be to ttve among thèse hère shew-folks ! 

( ExeuDt women. ) 
Enter PROMPTER and CARPENtER. 



PROMPTER. 

It doesn't signify talking , master carpenter: 
new scènes, and fly-flaps, Tvhen there^s occasion, 
to be sure , but no extravagance. ^ 

CARPENTER. 

Extravagance ! Lord help you, Mr Waldron ! 
We only want to keep pace a bit with our 
neighbours. Look at 'em in the winter. 



Tate worth with public talent , lie qnits dw * 
bustling scène of life with two-fold applanse, 
and we doobly déplore his eût. Bot corne , we 
hâve still some ÊiTOorites among oor hnndred , 
who aie ambitions to please ; and whose con- 
tinned exertions, we doobt net, will be hononred 
wi|b the continned patronage of oor benefiic- 
ton. Is theie any diîng more ? 

CAJLPESTEA. 

Tes : new ropes for ail the drop scenei 
lliere's great dîfiBcnlty , at présent , in draw' 
np the cnitain. 

PAOMVTEA. 

That's tnie enongh : for it oo^^ifef 
beei;i drawn np a month ago. WdQf 
tbe d/iKcnlty as soon a» 300. eau ^\ 
dut item of your bDi to the 'wisficti 
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CARPENTER. 

Besides this, there's a 

PROMPTER. 

Why, zonnds ! you'll ne ver hâve done ! doa't 
I tell you Tve mast hâve no extravagance , no- 
thing needless. What is it ? 

CÀRFENTER. 

* 

Why , it's a new chair for the prompter. 

PROMPTER. 

Oh ! that alters the case. Well, let it he hand- 
some ; do you mind ? Stad it with hrass-naUs , 
and cover it Tvith the best M oroeco — and tell 
the property-woman to put a good soft velvet 
cnshion in it , dye hear ? 

CÀRPENTER. 

l've a nice bit of old hard cherry-tree , that 
-would corne cheaper, and suit you to a T, 
master Waldron. 

PROMPTER. 

Cherry-tree ! Why , you villain, hâve you no 
mercy on my hones ? — l'il cherry-tree you , 
with a plague ! — 



APEWBLL (Speakingrasenterit 

Pooh, nonsense! If the manager 

ru speak to the prompter. Oh ! yc 

Mr Waldron. Can I see the manage 

(Exit CAHPBnTBH.^ 
PROMPTER. 

He îs not yet coiiie to the théâtre 
if you hâve any business to commun 
haps I may amwer the pnrpose. 

APEWELL. 

Well,then,we1ldothematterl: 
^L '^™^'' ^P*'^*"- I ^«»t to app, 




SCENE II. 

APEWEIX. 

Why, foranybody. Tragedy 
thing. Nay , npon an emergenc^ 
supply the place of a prompter. 

FROMPTER. 

Ha ! Ha ! — Yôn don't know 
dertake , young gentleman. 11 
prompter requires some experien 

APEWELL. 

» True, gallant Raleigh ! 

« I cannot but surraise, 
« Tour State sorae danger a 

PROMPTER. 

I begin to apprehend you aj 
Apewell. 

JLPEWELL. 

Faîth, if I am, sir, however my 
be faken , I mean it to be perfei 
There is no man Tvîthont bis pecn 
and^ in studymg Ûxe tones of oth 
improve my own y witbout gr?i 
niucb better actpr»^ than myself. 

PROMPTER. 

That's bandsomely said , boTfr» 






I 



i|uutmted. 

APEWELL. 

I hope we shall. Who knows, if 
of the Company , but we may ^ 
punch together, at thc Blue t^ostj 
whet in a walk over the fields 
« Fetch a walk this fine evening, u 
Eh , miss DoUy ? » 

PROMPTER. 

You seem pretty conversant i 
Hâve you studied much ? 

APEWELL. 

A Igood deal. Tll give you a te 
verse • to beffîn i»"*k • 
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«Upon^tKîs land a Chousand, thM 

«ing», 
« Which time shall bring to ripeaess, 

PROMPTER. 

Upon my word that was very well. '. 
ably delivered , and much in the mânm 
original. 

▲PEWELI.. 

Oh, sir , if it was like the original, H 
not Êdl of being respectable. But if yott 
from the spécimen , I may be of service 
Apewell and myself will be wUling to join 

PROMPTER. 

90^ Mrs Apewell perfonn princi|MiI db 
ters , sir ? 

. APEWELL. 

,é Why I can't say much for her acting 
she's a devjlish good wife. 

« Go thy ways , Kate ! 

«The man i' th' world who shall report b 

^^«t A better wife, let him in naaght be tma 

« For spei^ng false in tbat. Thou art ah 

w (If thy rare qoalities , «weet geotlenest» 



1 
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«t sis ; and well suited to tlie trîck of the scen«. » 
ShallI go cm? 

PROMPTER. 

Oh , by ail means. 

▲PEWELL. 

« He would do , now , if the pracûcal part 
« of deceit were as easy at his âge , as the dis- 
« cemment of it is at mine, » etc. , etc. Upon my 
sool, thongh, this is very fatigniiig ! 

PROMPTER. 

I wîsh I had any refreshment to ofTer y ou. 
Bot we are nnprovided hère , you know. 

IPEWELL. 

« ComC; you knovr there's a cake in the house. 
u Odsflesh, Robin^ l'm heartily glad to see yon. 
«Bring ns the lamb. » 

PROMPTER. 

Egad, if you were at my lodgings, yon shoold 
hâve that , and a bottle of vrine too. 

APEWELL. 

a Corne I like that. » But can you gîve me an 
engagement ? 

PROMPTER. 

I can*t — but I sball mention yonr talenif 



« used to like to hear me talk. Dicky Gossip , 
«says he — he always calVd me Dicky. Dicky 
« Gossip , says he , y ou are my barbadc — bar- 
ci batic! — Wasn't that droll, sir? — He vaed to 
« call me bis barbatic ! » 

"Well I shall call in the eveniiig to know tfae 
manager s answer. Ton may tell bim what I 
6t for. 

PHOMPTBR. 

Faith yoa seem fit for any thing. Bo' 
do you sing ? 

▲PEWXLL. 

ril give yoa a specHmMk^vnà. ûi«i 
to tbink on' t. 



SCENE II. a45 

« 'Twas on a ehristmas day 
« Fatber ke did wed , » etc. etc. 

(Exit.) 
FROMPTER. 

Faith, a young SeUow of talent. 

Enter BÂNNISTER , Juir. 
ih, Baimbter! 

BÀZfNISTER. 

Waldron, how goes it ? well, hère we arc in 
the old little shop againl Gad I feel like a 
giaat , hère , in Lillipat , atfter the hnge Brob- 
dlgnag boards of old l^rory. Where's oor little 
manager ? * 

PROMPTER. 

Not corne yet. 

BUfiriSTER. 

He mnst stir his stnmps, I can tell him that, 
now he has set up for himself. He giyes a good 
ronnd sum for the property«, they tell me. I 
hope he may he reimhm^d. 

Therc he trusts to \Ke xoi^rci. 



ample reward to thow who 
m iheir«,tTice,and nlj y, 
their liberality. I duUI be fin 
ttough, «trongh the ïummer 

Wïldron. 

nOMFtXK. 

WeUiien.a» you „y^, 
«<"T^e yonr iiuiastr;. 

Oh, fiîth, yoD OKd not tel 
I hare sinay, faeen* fcimd lo 
»nd st presedt I bin a dont 



SCENE II. 247 

PROKPTSa. 

Then we'U attend them. Oh, Bannister, here*s 
a song I am to give yon. It*s intended for oar 
opening. . 

BAirirasTBR. 

Let me see it , nm — why zonnds I there miut 
be some mistake , it seems meant^for the winter 
. — for it begins with an enlogy npon grand 
spectacles , spacions bmldings , and large 
théâtres, 

FROMPT^R. 

Well, well — hnm it over before we go into 
the green-room. 

BA.KNISTER. 

Eh ! — and hère come some of the chonis who 
may bear a bnrden. . ^ 

Enter CHORUS» 
Hère goes then. 



1* 



UU4USV W UC<u , 



^obtedly oeedless to talk. 
kspear» and Joosons go hang, ^ 

ays and Drydens go drown! 
lephants , and wbite hulls enough 
e in ail the town. 

Brave boys! 



II. 



tardily , the sound 

.8 ail the house aronnd , 

le action and words there's a breach • 

seems as if Macbeth, 

minute after death « 

Bck , inade 1n& \aftt àf«i% wç«fttV. 





SCENE II. 



III. 

When on roatten èf state , 

Stage heroes debate , 
Intelligence so slowly is got , 

'Twere better thej began 

On the new-invented plan , 
And with telegraphs transmittedyou the ] 
Let your Sbakspears , f 

IV. 

Bnt our honse here*8 so small 
That tbere*8 oo oeed to bawl. 
And tbe summer will rapidly pass ; 
So yre hope you'U tbink fit 
To hear the actors a bit, 
Till the éléphants and bulls cbme from gra 
Fhen let Shakspear and Jonton go bang, | 

haog ! 
Let your Otways and Drydens go drown ! 
&iye *ein bnt éléphants ai|d white bu!ls enoa( 
ind they*ll take in ail the town — 

Brave Bt 



Fiiris. 
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